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ARTHUR OF BRITANNY. 



CHAPTER I. 



^ What doth he here ? 
I did not send for him — he if unbidden.** 

Manfrtd. 

When Hubert de Bourgh parted from Al- 
bert, after their interview at Roger Mallef s, 
his intention was instantly to have quitted Win* 
Chester, before any accident had discovered his 
being in the neighbourhood. He had already 
noticed more than one intrusive glance, and 
aware, both how shallow was his disguise, as 
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2 ARTHUB OF BEITANNY. 

alio how inconvenient and even fatal' would be 
any recognition, he hurried quickly through 
the gloomiest parts of the city ; and was eren 
now stealing through the gate, when he acd- 

.ilentaUy caught a glimpse of a figiu-e that pas- 
sed him, which he fancied to be that of one^of 

l.the most powerful of the confederates, the^ be- 

Jieved to he nearly one hundred miles ctistont. 
He stood still for a moment to recall his 

.brief glance, but the fact which it doioted 
appeared so impossible, that the next he. was 

.again hastening on, when he encountered a 
second, which^ dark as it was, he at once knew 

itn be that of Hugh Neville, the Lord of 
Moubray, from whom he had parted not two 
4^ySr before, and who then had not even hinttd 

. lEin indention of visiting the court. 

So unexpected a coincidence, as well aa^its 
fii^eiilting mysteiy, could not fail to ^ie)*plex 

him^ nor alarm a mind so senditively alive sto 
the «uceess of the enterprise, lest itny unfore- 
seen accident had endangered their plans t^ or 

I'ffh^t. W9»\ev&i worse, any: treachery lurked 
beneath the mask of professed devotion. 



• : Se turned quicklj back, mud muffling Um- 
^f in his doak, closely followed them into 
^^e eity. There seemdd, howerer^ to be notin- 
deniteiding between them^ for after proceeding 
floine short distance up the High«street, they 
Vfacanehed off in opposite directioni. 
xi Nerille was the nearest to Be Bottfgb, and 
had also taken the most secluded route; hith, 
^llierefore, without further hesitation, iM^ fol- 
lowed* Heprmnptly came up with binir tnd 
^;after again scrutinizing him, and asstmng Idm" 
/, self of the correctness of his belief^ he tapped 
> him gently on. the shoulder. 
\ ^ The baron turned sharply round, and in- 
. itantly recognized De Bourgfa, though 'the 
^><tisodYary seined in nowise pleasurable to him ; 
the latter^s eager gaze, indeed, detected tio slight 
.^teoofimon in his countenance. 

UffMsil De Bourgh,^ he exdaimed in the 

^nnwaktr of one who knew not exactly what to 

sa^ ;' • ^ thou here ?— who would— I ^— I— why — 

K^vfaeve^did you spring from .^^ 

yji-^^tLtwI surely enough, "^ replied De Bourgh 
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4 A|^7HU|L OF PEITANNY. 

saiteastically ; ^^ the only doubt would be^ M^s- 
t^ Neville, whether it is indeed thou f" 
,»By my troth, De Bourgh,'' returned the 
other, attempting to smile off the hesitation of 
his mamier, ^^ I am somewhat dubious on that 
point myself." 

I ^^What sudden call, Moubray,"^ continued 
De Bourgh, in the same cool manner, *^ has 
brought thee here ? 'Tis not yet forty-eight 
hours since we parted, and then you did Qot 
seem to have even an idea of such a joume}%'*' 

" 'Tis all very true, De Bourgh, but cir^ 
cumstances alter cases, and — here I am.*^ 

*' So I perceive," carelessly returned J)e 
Bourgh. ^^^ I merely' alluded to the suddenness 
of ,. your movement, and your reserve thewt-. 
upon. You will no doubt recollect, Moubr^, 
that our conversation, when we parted, wa^.o^ 
a. somewhat confidential and particular na^uirer 

^* I have not, De Bourgh, forgotten eithor 

the conversation or its character, and by tjbue 

honour of a true knight, it is sacred with me." 

, ><, Hugh Nevijle," — the baron started at , J>^ 
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Bcnlrgh^s altered tone— *^ there are times when 
hesitation is a folly and reserve a madness ; of 
stiG)i is the present season, and howevet it'^may 
atin&y you, I must speak opehly and to Ams' 
poitit. If I mistake not, my Lord Moubrwf* 
is pledged with many others, as brave and loyafe 
aottls, to give his best aid to place his lawful 
^oterdgn on tihe thfone ?^ • » 

The baron wms a&nt. ^* 

*^ Thou art silent. Master Neville," con^^ 
tinued De Bourgh, in an even more caustic 
tone ; ^ as^ if my words were not so fdeasant as 
honey to thy taste, or thy love of truth Ibip- 
bade thee to deny an assertion,, which thou 
khowest to be fact — Moubray, do we meeft «ri^ 
friends or as foes ? I believe thee honest, noir 
e^^ in face of the suspicion, which this mid* 
d)en "visit and thy conscious silence thereupon 
rais^ agiunst thee, will I admit the possibility 
of thy treachery, till thy true lips declare it — 
nHfAt sayest thou P'' 

^ That thy suspicions,'*' retorted the barony' 
t^ih quick indignation, ^^ are untrue, and that 
if thou meanest to impute to me — ^ 
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" Moubray,** quickly interrupted DeBbatgfcr; 
as if anxious to stay the impending storm, ^^ I 
impute nothing — I believe that if Hugh Ne>^ 
ville is famed for aught more than his valour, 
His for his unimpeached' veracity, and to that! 
appdftl-let us at least part withbut anger ; Jf 
we meet not as friends, aiid thou desirest to 
withhold thy confidence, pass on ; the way i^^ 
wide enough for us both, and no preventing 
hand is upon thee.^ * 

The baron hesitated for a moment, llien 
moved a few paces forward ; but a better spirit 
seemed suddenly to come across his mind; he 
turned quickly round and again aj^roadnn^ 
De Bourgh, addressed him — 

^* t)e Bourgh, we have been long and near 
fHends, eve^ now hast thou been my gu^^ 
and in the fiill trust of my devotion to yo^ 
entieirprise, thou hast divulged tb me'thy ikvost 
hidden purposed ; as I said befcMre, all is he^ 
safely bestowed, nor needest thou fear even 
the slightest hint ever escaping me ; saei^ ad 
iny hbnour is your secret*' 

" I believe thee, Moubtay,^ observed Ite 



Bourgh^ perceiving that he hesitated ; *^ I oould 
uatj ev«D in thought, hare wronged thee by a 
su^pickm «, ba«.'' 

^^ I certainly did promiBe thee my co-ope- 
rfttipn, and as certainly did I intend to fulfi^ 
Qiy promise, nor, when we separated, knew! 
o^ this early journey ; but even in the brief 
time which has since elapsed, events ha^ c^- 
piedled a change in my opinions, and I will ^ot 
deny, that I am here more as an unwilling^ s^Tt 
vant of the king, than the supporter of thy 
young prince.^ 

^^ That, Moubray,^ replied De Bourgb, with 
hia previous bitterness, ^^ thy presence at this 
time and in this manner already told .me^ 
1|^ methinks, dthor thy assurances of support 
Wi»l have been but slightly felt, or the events 
^ which thou speakest, must have been pecu- 
jii«^)y effective, to produce this sudden and 
^if4^Vie change in your decision.*" , , 

J f* I will not,'' said Moubray, " return thy 
ffjix^f^kop^^ De Bourgh, with eith^ duplidty ojr 
reserve. The real fact is this : I am suddenly 
4i^e4>ob7 J^ usurper^ . whom in mp soul I 
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abhor, as well for his injusdoe and cxmitff m 
for his cowardly meamiess, to appear bef^tliilA^ 
and declare my attachment to his govenunen^i; 
and threatened, in case of a refusal, with ftfev 
feitmre and imprisonment. Now, De BcHU^b^* 
I am not strong enough to resist the tyisp^* 
power ; certain ruin therefore awaits me, miless 
I submit : and on the other hand, what is thei^ 
beyond my own disgust, to prevent my siiiti- 
mission ? Your plans are not yet at maturityrrr 
so far indeed are they from any certain iootjogit 
that as yet nothing is done beyond s^enA 
devisings, which, liowevi^ probable or,.jm)* 
mising of success, mean little, nor give len^h 
couragement to commit one^s fortunes and 
safety on so doubtful a contingency^ In pi^^ 
jects of this dangerous nature, there ^ould be. 
mutual incitement for each step in its odyameC: 
— ^the countenance of numbers — '? , ii 

**A11 of which,'^ interrupted De Bourgh,»r 
softened by the barony's openness, into a far 
kinder feeling, ^^ will almost instantly be ours l 
— we only wait — " 

'^ Ay, 'tis that waiting^'" hastily e^icclabned • 



die4teM(l^ ^ that 18 the mirfortune, and, aindn| 
odMlrf; gtaiids between the desired wish, aiidf 
XtmwMapdleA actions of Hugh Neville ; faf 
lAeleyoQ tfe thus waiting, I am congArsdne^ 
td^ri^kdde, 'even against mj own inclinatiobs; 
tb^lMke part with your opponents.* 
' ♦i-fifey not so; iny dear Moubray," qtifdH^' 
i«ttlined De Bourgh, *' for I will not thii^ 

■ 

pi^ with one so highly esteemed, knd whosle^ 
ooaa()erati6n is of such indispensable valiie to 
u^j-diir plans, indeed, are far nearer to nia^-*^ 
ttaity than thou suspectest— even within this 
very week is there appointed a general meeting 
ot the confederates, to concert the final plan of 
tfcefisif^g, as also to receive our' faithful ally 
Kilkg Philip^'s ambassador, and through hhn'" 
tb# finn assurance of his unyielding support; 
fi«M 'such an assembly I would hope that 
Hugh Neville will not surely absent 'him- 
self?'^ 

^^ Wotild 1 had sooner known thy pkn^, 
Ite-Boftrgb'*— ^the baron spoke musingly, — "I 
had then e''en stayed at home, and saved my- 
MMtMkhar^miig journey ; but here I «E^W- 

b3 



10 AfttBtrB OF miTANinr. 

and, whatever the Issue, I niav as wdl see the 
king, and learn what terms he offers ; for thbu 
liibweist I can nothing without money, and 
what chance hast thou of that? His Frends 
majesty, I ween, has need of all that he i;iiA 
get, in place of lending.'* ' 

" 7%erealso we are provided,"— Moubrii^ 
looked doubtful atDe Bourgh's assertion,— i**^t6 
our 'fullest wants, Neville, are we provided." 
' " Ha!" exclaimed the baron, in great sui% 
prise, ^^ only two days ago thou wast feai^Ail 
of Ithal, Master De Bourgh— nay, ahnosit i^pt^ 
tioned the possibility of raising any aids." 

" True enough, Moubray, but icddent K& 
s&ce supplied lis to our fullest cohtetit." 

'^^ Then, by my halidome, I have," indife^, 
been premature," replied the baron in evid'dtt 
vexation ; ^^ cur^ on my doubts ! I ({uedi^h^ 
thy ability to meet my need^.and— " ^ -'i 

" TTierefore sought to secure thy )p^ch with 
the usurper," bluntly interrupted De Botii-^li'; 
^^ but have a care, Moubray, that thou fSSMt 
not into his subtle net — ^thou knoWesttb^ HHh 
—perhaps, bbththba>h'd niy littf* of SiHsbury 



AJITH0R OF BEITAKNY. H 

xxmy^ ere long, have cause to rue your con* 
fidence.^ 

^^ Salisbury !^ — the baron seemed confounded 
•^" what, Fitz-Amulf also here? I like not 
that." 

^* I passed him even now, as I met thee, 
Jdoubngr, and I should imagine that his sum- 
mons has been as sudden as thine own.*** 

^^111 see him, however, ere I ga a jot 
further;'" — the baron sieemed perplexed with 
doubt, as he spoke— ^* if his purpose be the 
siune as mine, there must be something more 
in the measure than I can see through, to bend 
^ stubborn hatred to submission.'" 

" I only say, beware, Neville," — De Bourgh 
9pQke with an air of mystery-'^ SaUsbur/s 
$tepB seem as open and as careless as thine own, 
j^bpygh I am in no way able to divine the 
purpose of his visit."" 

^1. {* But /will know it,'' wrathfully exclaimed 
th^ hai53n, « ere many hours have passed— what 
^jpest thou, De Bourgh, wilt thou meet me at 
.^b|i^f hour and place to-morrow evening ?" 
y^./^/With pleasiure, Moubray; and thgu wilt 
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13 A^THUft OF BBITANKT. 

promise in no way further to commit thyself 
until then r 

i ** Gram^cy, that I will," said the baron ; 
^^ I am not in miich fear of altering my po»« 
ticm, until I am better satisfied of the result.'*' - ' 
. " Be caiutious, Moubray ; bethink thee well 
that suspicion and distrust lurk every whi»« 
around thee.^ 

/ " Trust me for that ; depend upon it, I Tiave 
not paid for dearly bought experience in vain X 
at the hour I shall expect you~till then, adieu: 
—my m^ures must be prompt, or they will be 
useless ;^ and he instantly passed away, leav^g 
De Bourgh a prey to anxious and perplexing 
thoughts. 

It was, indeed, no common surprise that he 
felt, on considering the strange interruption 16 
his plans, which this interview seemed to 
prognosticate : — " What, indeed," he' anxioudy 
asked himself, ^^ could this secret summons' tb 
two such prominent leaders mean? Might hot 
others as important be also ineluded therein? 
Accident scarcely could have produced such k 
c^ncidence-^was it possible that their "plans 
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Wfse betfiijr€d-<-SiLlisbury9 too, of all otbers?^-^ 
De Bourgh seemed bewildered with doubt. 

.That almost any motive, short of the tyl^nt'^s 
d§(Ub, eould have brought the Earl of Salisbury 
to any neighbourhood which John cursed with 
l|i4> presence, seemed as inexplicable to De 
3pi^^h as it was to Lord Moubray ; -foit 
no being could have been more infamously 
wroK^g^, nor proud indignant spirit have* more 
bijtt^ly resented his wrongs, than Fitz-^Amulf 
hful and. did resent his. . ■. u 

.,<QngiaaUy the friend and companion of the 
yjopog prmces, his age and rank well fitting 
l^^^for such a relation, he had not only jcdnAd 
them in their rebellions against their fatkeri 
bi|t), when Richard, on acceding to the throne, 
^i^]ced his repentance of his imnatural conduct 
^y ij^taining his parentis friends, and discard'^ 
if^ j^\ those of his own former companions^ 
)|i^p had persuaded or assisted him in his vio« 
^epce^^ the Earl of Salisbury bound himself still 
mpx;e. closely to the reprobate John, nor spared 
^y attentions to gain his attachment. / 

^^,^|id Yfhm the traitor, foiled in his treachei^ 
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against his brother, and doubting in his own 
perfidious heart the possibility that Richard 
could forgive so vile ingratitude, skulked 
to some unknown hiding-place, Fitz-Amuir9 
ciUtle was open to receive him; nor was any 
kindness ^lared that either hospitality or friend* 
ship could suggest. 

The return which the dissolute John made 
bim was vile indeed, but it was no exceptic^ to 
the wonted baseness of his conduct : he mad^ 
U9e of the leisure and opportunities, which th^ 
earPs protection afforded him, to debaucb ^is 
wife ; and then, as if no vileness was too vile» 
made a jest of her disgrace, and discarded t)ie 
wretch, whom his villany had driven from hier 
home, to mockery and contempt. The earl?i^: 
indignant rage at the rankling dishonour daa# 
to his tenderest feelings, and the devilish ingest* 
titude wherewith his long and uniform ki^da^^s 
had been repaid, knew no limit— from thi^ h<^ufi 
that he became acquainted with his disgrace, 
he had devoted himself to curse the monst^^^ 
and his whole after life had been one steady 
qu^t of that deeply formed purpose. . ^^ 



Bj vAkBt means, therefore, or for what iiw 
U!At he had 1)eeii thus, so contrary to his ptei- 
i4ous vk)lenoe, induced even to a semblance of 
duty-^for his coming for any other purpoSie 
seemed too madly perilous for De Bourgh 
eten to surmise one— -was altogether inexpli- 
cable. 

He had not only given his sanction to ihe 
cause ot the Duke of Britanny, but was behind 
few in professed zeal for its advancement ; and 
was bdieved to be exerting his influence t6 
extend the views of the party, at the very 
moment when he thus openly appeared in the 
Ytury citadel of his opponent. 
' Tunnng over these strange contradictions in 
his mind,' as he still stood fixed to the spot 
where Moubray had left him, De Bourgh re- 
solved to abide his appointment, however other 
lintiotts purposes might sulDEer by the delays 
aftd natumUy solicitous both to communicate t6 
Albert so mysterious incidents, as also to oot^ 
stdt witik him on the possibility, as well iuf 
ekpedieiicy, of his undertaking those distaiiit 
arnmgements oi which his unexpected detexi- 
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ljk>a {M'evented bb own notice, he tunned^ ids 
itqps towards the back c^ the royal palace^ 
where the youth^s apartments were situated^ in 
tb^ faint h<^ that some accident might en^le 
bim to communicate with him, or that, even 
yet, Albert might not have returned tucok 
Roger Mallefs. .i 

. He had already been for some time on, the 
eager watch, when he suddenly observed a dark' 
f^ure emerge from one of the gallery window's^ 
and^ to his great astonishment, gradually dcU 
scend from one projection to another, until he 
stood safely on the ground at his side : his slir-^ 
prise in no way abated, when he discovered thfti 
the object of his notice was none other thafi 
Phoedrus, the king'^s jester, who had, inlaeti 
jmst then given Albert his mysterious wami^, 
and was thus escajHngfrom any detection iil' 
his intrusion by a way, dangerous indeed^ but"^ 
which use had to him made practicable. Mi 

;It may be imagined that De Bourgh otnittqi4^ 
not the agency of so useful an ally ; he'bri^^^^ 
declared his anxiety to see the youtig page^t? 
agd appointing with the jester a rendeavduain^f 



their meetiiigy left the Inringing of it about to 
his^oare, cxmfident it oould not have been trutted 
to better hands. 

V Phoedrus instantly proceeded on his com- 
mission with zeal, and that pectllilir manage 
meat whiefa seemed so natural to him. Des^ 
pised, as too generally the sayer of sayiogil 
vas, be possessed one adviuitage that saved him 
from universal contempt; his office, among' 
other privil^pes, gave him • certain freedom at 
the loyal cellar, which, though not altogethd^ 
S0i eiUensive as some might have wished, -WbM 
quite sufficient to make him the envy of many^ 
and his favour to be not unfrequently courted ^ 
Iqr.vaome, whose bibacious propensities were^ 
stranger than their scorn of the jester. 
,.4>VMiling himself, therefore, of this known. 
iOAuence, Phoedrus dexterously diverted Mil 
Ni0lr^uit» one of the king^s body-guard, from 
the rest of his colleagues, and, by the timdy 
application of a few bumpers of sack, speedily 
in(B(tatiated himself into the fellow^s good opi^^ 
niop. Mil, brute as he was, was certainly n 
sfaflMie better than his brother, Nym Jamy, 
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though, far as he might be below him in brutal 
ferocity, he was yet as trusty and as usefid to 
his royal master; and whatever other di^^ence 
might exist between them, certainly excelled ^ 
Nym in his love and capacity for his favourite* 
sherris-8ack-«« capacity and love, by the by, 
which materially assisted Phoedrus^ presenfil. 
design. Doubtful, however, of the full, infiu^ 
ence of any quantity of drink, which might bc^ 
stowed into such a case-hardened rec^tacle as 
MiPs, he slyly mixed a suitable addition ^of 
narcotic juice into his cup, which speedily di^ 
posed of hkn in a sleep, profound as his ^tr 
tJt&aiest wishes could have desired ; he then lost 
no time in easing him of his external suit, ai^ 
locking him snugly in his room, soon em^^geid, 
to all appearance, as the identical Mil Nierenujt. 
himself. It was already soms hours past mid- 
night, and creeping softly to Albert's door^he 
successively employed all his mimic arts, uqI^I, 
in the end, he succeeded in drawing the youth's 
attention, as has already been stated, an4r 
thereby obtained admittance to him. 

For the first few moments he forgot his own 
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tifey and had already approached fiooie 
paces towaids Albert, greatly at a loss to ao- 
couat.'fiir his alarta^ when suddenly reoollectu^ 
hbnsdlf^ he quickly terminated the youthV 
agitation, by dedaring— 

1^^ 'Tis but Phoedrus, Master de Bourgb«-^ 
the simple jester in this awful garb-^not, per- 
hiqss, much unlike the poor ass in the lion's 
skin^ and, forsooth, quite as harmless.^' 

The first sound of his voice released Albert 
flom his trepidation, and he could now scarcely 
reAvia himsdf within any moderation from the 
laughter, into which his friend Phcedrus^ awk- 
ward grimaces, in mockery of the ruffian Mil,, 
tbttiw him. 

^Time, however, pressed for instant measures, 
atidPhcedrus, briefly explaining his commission, 
urg^ Albert at once to commit himself to his 
gutdance. 

•It may be well imagmed how delighted the 
young man was to learn so happy an incident, 
as De BourghV delay; through it, indeed, 
the king^s mission was promptly secured, the 
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Princesft Eleanor^s suggestion put int^'^fidbr 
train £oac being brought about, atid his o^H' 
plans answered to his fullest content ';---he'- 
quickly prepared for his journey, and ''al^< 
coutring himself as if for a lengthy absence, 
followed Phoedrus warily towards the back 
lodge. Not a soul was stirring within the 
castle, and they reached the gate without any 
interruption. The disguised Phoedrus there 
boldly demanded egress with no small eJDFect-^ 
the drunken Mil was a privileged man at all 
times, and specially during darkness were his 
movemoits free, without even inquiry; the 
half-wakened warder surlily opened the gate, 
and bestowing a low curse as well on the sup- 
posed miscreant, as upon his deeds, suffered 
both him and his companion to pass through ; 
the sentinel scarcely troubled them with a look, 
and in a few minutes they were safe beyond any 
further risk of detection. 

Phcedrus hastened quickly to the appointed 
rendezvous, and, delivering Albert to the ex- 
pecting De Bourgh, waited not further, but at 
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GMt liuimed back to secure his return snd the^ 
r49tora^uof his borrowed plumes, ere daylight 
b^lrayed hini, or the drugged potion had lost' 
it^teflbet upcm the sotted ruffian. 

■if! 5 . 
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^2 A«THUE OF BRITANSr. 



CHAPTER II. 



» 



*' Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness, 
Whenin the pregnant enemy does much.' 



The conference between De Bourgh and bis 
young friend was long and deeply interesting ; 
mutual explanations passed of the events which 
had happened to each, as well as of the iioi- 
portant measures which called for their iiistant 
notice. - 

Their plans were soon arranged, and Albert 
set out at break of day to seek an intervkw 
with the Duke of Raipsay, if possible, by 
such arguments as De Bourgh pointed out, 'to 
induce him to join the latter at Windiest^r, 
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and submit to pay a semblance of respect to 
the offended usurper : the duke was known to 
be already well inclined to the cause, and there 
seemed little doubt, that to secure to it so 
many advantages, as such a concession pro> 
mised, he would yield some little of his own 
wrathful feelings. 

While, therefore, his young associate pro> 
ceeded to attempt such a result, De Boiurgh 
waited with no small impatience the projected 
meeting with Lprd Moubray. The day seemed 
as if. it never would have reached a termina- 
tion, so heavily, to his anxious expectation, did 

« ^epeh hcmr pass away ; and the sun had scarcely 
jji^'suok below the horieon, when De Bourgh 

,« wias already on the way to the appointed ren- 

/;u: f Muffled up with no small care, he seemed to 
defy recognition, nor, even in his most fearful 
naptxebeoaiqo, did a fear of accident occur to 
v^him uhemiglected not, indeed, any caution, and 
v«iougbt the ^t by the most circuitous route, 
.>^qti|ibat it was the more secluded, and less sub* 
, ijeei(toio%ite»rati£Hi. 
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All his precautions, however, had nigh proved 
fruitless; his route obliged him to cross the 
High-street, and at the very instant that he was 
stealing quickly over, the city beadle was pro» 
claiming a public fair to be held that selfsame 
week. 

Anxious to gain every information that 
could in any way affect his plans, as well as 
prompt to turn it to the advancement of his 
designs, De Bourgh paused a moment to hear 
the proclamation. A Jew-pedler stood before 
him, seemingly as intent as any of the crowd 
upon the crier'^s words; as, however, De 
Bourgh, striving to learn the jeering remarks 
of two suspicious-looking personages still fur- 
ther in the centre of the crowd, leaned eagerly 
forward, that same movement, as it rendered 
him in some degree open to the pedler'*s obser- 
vation, gave him a better view of the man^s 
countenance, and he at once detected, in spite 
of his black flowing beard, an expression in his 
eye, which, under any disguise, he would at 
once have recognized. He perceived that be 
was noticed, and retiring hastily from the 
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crowd, sought to ccHiceal hhnsdlf in the darker 
gkx>m of a narrow entry. 
^ Hismotions, however, were narrowly watched, 
and the next moment the pedler was agam at 
Ins side ; he walked closely round him, and 
narrowly scrutinized his person, but De 
Bourgh^s muffled face and form now betrayed 
no appearance of his real self. Foiled in his 
evident desire to satisfy himself of some secret 
suspicion, the pedler next addressed him in a 
feigned voice ;— 

*^ Would de shentilman dwish do zee hiz 
pack — vary goot dings, and vary sheap, and all 
quoite new ?^' 

"No,'' was De Bourgh's brief reply, afraid 
even to trust his own proficiency in disguising 
hia wiice. 

** Me dinks,'' returned the pedler, with a 
peculiarly taunting impudence ; " dat de shen- 
tilman and me has met before dis." 

" Indeed i" returned De Bourgh, retreating 
a few steps further back. 

But the man was in no way daunted by De 
Bourgh'BSO evident avoidance; he still followed^ 

VOL. II. c 
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as if determined to force him to some disclosure 
of himself, or hoping to catch unawares some 
hint of his real identity ; he crept softly up to 
him, and whispered in his ears— 

^^ Me knows de shentilman well enow— <lat 
voice is rather doo plain.*^ 

Again did De Bourgh, desirous to escape 
his impertinence, retreat still further up the 
passage : and again did the troublesome pedler 
persist in following him. 

" Mine friend,'** he observed in the same 
taunting tone ; ^^ you and I must ^ak of dis 
again — de man wot dries do hide, should not 
come do de light." 

" Nor should he that seeks a quarrel,'' re- 
torted De Bourgh, conscious that some bold 
effort would alone rid him of his inc^ivenient 
compimy, " come with his advo'sary into so 
secluded a ^ot as this," at the same time he 
suddenly drew forth his rapier. 

The manoeuvre was sufficiently eflTective, the 
pedler's impudence seemed seconded by no 
supporting coiurage ; he started violently badk, 
as if ibe weapon bad already puniahed his 
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iotrusioii^ and then turning quickly round, 
took to his heels, and darted from the entry. 

De Bourgh guessed well enough, as to the 
probability of the man^s instant return, and 
that supported by less yielding spirits than his 
own, and in no ways desirous to encounter the 
probable odds that might i^)eedily be upon 
him, he scrupled not to imitate the pedler^s 
example, though such a movement was by no 
means an usual one with him, and running as 
swiftly as his legs would carry him in the 
contrary direction, soon placed himself beyond 
the risk of any probable detection. 

The delay which this incident occasioned, as 
well from its actual detention, as the circuitous 
route by which it compelled him to seek his 
appointment, caused him to reach it some 
time past the hour named; and to his great 
chagrin and mortification, there was no appear- 
ance of any one to meet him. Believing that 
Moubray had already been, and not otherwise 
knowing how to counteract the disappointment, 
he was, after an anxious waiting of some 
minutes, proceeding in instant quest of the ob^ 

c2 
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ject of fais solicitude^ when the suppressed 
voices and cautious footsteps of some perscns 
approaching him, promptly staggered his pur- 
pose; he drew closely within the cover of a 
deep door-way, by which he was standing, 
and awaited their nearer approach with no iit^ 
considerable nervousness. 

He had scarcely so concealed himself^ ere 
they reached the spot where he had stood^ and 
he at once discerned the Jew-pedler, accomptb^ 
nied by the two worthies, Nym Jamy and Mil 
Nierenuit — ^a discovery, by the by, which in no 
degree relieved his anxiety ; they all thl^e^ 
stood still immediately opposite to where De 
Bourgh had hid himself, so close, indeed, tbflft 
the ruffian Jamy^s back almost touched him, 
and he heard the pedler exclaim in undisguidi^ 
accents— '^^ 

" WeVe too late, after all, Nym— ^urse'dfl 
that fellow^s impudence, had we not been hiUi^ 
ing after him, we had been here in tiine: ajA 
sure, Nym, thou wast right in the hour?'- ^ 

"Sure ?" retorted the ruffian, in a tone df a 
most perfect equality ; " when did NymSmty 
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ev€a: flounder in his infortaiatioD ? Sure, in^ 
deed ! I was as near to them as Mil is now 
to me, and I heard every syllable— ^ure, for- 
sooth r 

<< Well, well, my good counsellor,^ returned 
the pedler, in conciliating accents ; ^^ there 
needs no warmth — the men are not here, that 
i^ evident enough— whence the difference Hwixt 
the faqt and thy information, I pretend not to 
say ^but tell me again, Nypi, what said th^ 
traitors ?"" 

^^ Wen as I told you, that they irere to meet 
some one, at this hour and place, who would 
expose the base usurper, meaning yourself, oh. 
King I Jn your true colours.'^ 

,^* The traitor-villains,'*' bitterly exclaimed 
the seeming pedler. << Oh, that we had them 
here, and they had each a hundred liyes a 
piece, that your trusty blades, my dainty ones, 
might have the merrier work, or even that 
knpudent varlet, had we him, by Ood^s teeth, 
he should jig for it." 

De Bourgh in no way relished his near 
neighbourhood to so friendly disposed a trio ; 
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he squeezed himself still closer within his hid- 
ing-place. 

" But," continued the disguised tyrant, 
"' surely, Nym, thou must have known the 
speakers ?"' 

De Bourgh drew in his breath with excess 
of anxiety. 

" Nay," was the fellow's careless reply, 
" not I. I could scarcely see them from 
where I lay, and I knew none of their voices.^ 

The listener breathed somewhat more freely. 

^^ Nor the meddling fool, who was to steal 
their hearts from us — " 

" That's me,'' thought De Bourgh. 

" — Couldest thou not, Nym, catch his 

name ?" 

The perspiration stood thickly on De 
Bourgh's forehead, as the villain paused in 

his reply ; but he again felt assured safety, 

when Nym, after a short reflection, replied i 

a sullen tdne, as if annoyed at the continued 

questioning — 

^ Not I, i* faith. I have already said, that 

they spoke not his name but in an under-voice, 

and that only once.'^ 
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^^ Thou bast used but half thy wonted 
adroitness in the business, methinks, Nym/'* 
returned the pedler, <^ or thou hadst gained us 
more wholesome food for our proceeding."** 

" Nay, blame not me,** impudently inter- 
rupted the dogged ruffian, ^^ *tis all thine own 
obstinacy ; hadst thou come at the right timey 
in place of mixing in the headless mob, we had 
e^en now secured the traitors, and perhaps too 
saved thee from their thirsty knives.*' 

" Hush, hush !** quickly replied the tremb- 
ling coward, ^^talk not of that, Nym — that 
thou knowest cannot be, so long as Mil and thee 
are near me— oh, no— my good friends will, I 
know, save me from that. Here, good Nym, 
take this purse, and thou, my trusty Mil, take 
this — watch closely and truly, and they are not 
the last.** 

^^ Such a cursed good paymaster,** hic- 
cupped the reeling Mil, whose silence and evi- 
dent disorder still declared Master Pho^drus* 
last night*s policy, *^ keeps me thine for ever^ 
only thou*d be far surer of me did I get more 
sack ; they're so cursed stingy of their drinkr-^ 
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a sucking-pig would swallow ^ all tbat' has 
entered my gullet this fortnight past, and 
miss a headache next morning — a murrain on 
themT 

• «< My dear Mil,^ prayed his conciliatmg! 
master, ^^ thy potion shaH be doubled^HMiy'^^ 
even to thy hearths content shalt thou have it, 
MU, eo thou behest satisfied, and faflest not thy 
master'*s need — now have I not, Mil, deserved' 
well of thee P'' 

" Umph !^ considered the ruffian, affecting 
excessive importance, ^^ what thinkest, our gen- 
tle brother Nym ? — ^hast thou any griisvdndd, 
Nym? — now's the time, my boy.'' -^ - 

". Why, if I had, my sweet one, this pretty 
music, Mil,^ and he grinned the full length of ' 
his capacious jaws, as he jingled his heaty 
purse, "chimes away them all. I say. Mil;' 
we had e'en as well be quiet where such golden- 
showers can reach us." -^^ 

" Well said, Nym," returned the other rufr - 
fian, in an undertone; "one might seek far 
enough ere one found another such golden' 
calf;" 
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'7^ Yoimtsy s^j fioj Mil^^ grunted the' other 

brute. 

' . But tkb aide-talk, however interesth^g to the 

speakers, seemed in no way agreeable to the 

pedler^s impatience, and he briefly interrupted 

itf by d^nanding in a more authoritative tone, 

^^ None of your mumblings, devils, lest I 
s#nd you both to perdition ere your time. M^^ 
4oy0U stand there, villains — go, scour the city, 
and bring me these traitors^ heads, or lose my 
favour.^ 

.. '^f We'll scour the dty, master,*' returned the 
surly Nym ; " wdl and truly will we— thy 
scout-master himself should not track their 
steps more cleverly than we'^ll do it; but \will 
be of small use-*the birds are floWn.^ 

^^^ Not far, Nym,** continued his master, 
^^'ti^here the sedcerswish to find. What, are 
yoi( afraid, ptdtroons ?— -by the mass; 111 ferret 
them out myself, and puniish them well for 
their perfidy.'' 

• ^:^ Thou !" grunted' Mil, in a scarcely sup- 
'|»^fi0ed voice, ^^ thy dastardly soul punish, 
indeed, save by such spirits as ours !^ 

c 3 
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*^ I say, Mil,^^ tauntingly added his com- 
panion, as they followed after their worthy 
leader, ^' great talkers — thou knowest what the 
adage says— the pitiful caitiff! but the pay, 
Mil, the pay— let's e'en after him." 

And the trio moved on^ and soon were their 
footsteps no longer audible to the anxious De 
Bourgh. From this conversation he plainly 
learnt, that Moubray's appointment had been in 
part overheard, and at the same time, but for 
the merest accident, had nigh been more than 
frustrated ; whether he had, indeed, been there 
at the fixed hour, and left in consequence of his 
own delay, or whether some happy chance had 
made him acquainted with the betrayal of his 
plans, De Bourgh had yet to learn. He waited 
some time in his concealment, well aware of the 
crafty movements of the royal ruffian, ere he 
dared to quit it — ^not that his noble soul would 
have shnmk from any encounter, but that so 
much depended upon himself and his extremest 
wariness-and then stealing slowly from his 
hiding-place, and cautiously reconnoitring the 
street, now as quiet and secluded as night and 
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darkness could make it, he passed stealthily 
along, almost expecting at each step that some 
fresh difficulty might await him. 

He had now gained the upper end of the 
street, and was on the point of turning into the 
market-place, when some one pulled his sleeve ; 
he turned sharply round, expecting none other 
but that some violence was at hand, when, to 
his great surprise, he perceived Lord Moubray 
at his side. 

^^ Gkxxl heavens, Neville !^ he exclaimed, 
foe the moment overcome with astonishment, 
^^ how have you found me ?" 

^< Those who seek earnestly," returned the 
baron, ^^ ought to find ; I have waited long 
and anxiously enough." 

^^ You waited P"^ exclaimed De Bourgh, 
almost doubting his assertion ; ^< why, Ne- 
ville, I have been seeking you for at least an 
hour.'* 

" That, too, I know,'' returned Moubray, 
^^ I saw you, inde^, pass down the street, 
but that very instant I had received a mysterious 
cantioa.to avoid the meeting, as idso to warn 
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you from it; and ere I oould foDow jaa:^'^ 
certain gang of ruffians hastened towards me^ 
and I was glad to conceal mysdf in the firtt 
comer I could find.^ ^ . :< 

<< ^Twas as well, Neville, that thou didst ;so 
conceal thyself, or thou wouldest ha.v^ had 
Uttle need of any future hiding'.place; 'bur 
meeting and its purpose have heen betrayed.^.*^ 

*^ So this tells me,^^ pointing to a scrcdl whidi 
he held in his hand, ^^ though how it reached 
me, or from whence the caution, 1 cannot 
divine; no one, that I am aware of, knows ^6f 
my being here ; and yet it is most /^i^jdicit^'. and 
most opportunely sent, too*- a few moments 
later, and it were useless," 

" 'Tis opportune, indeed; had we-me^! onr 
swords would have availed us nothing, w6'shduld 
not even have seen our foes — ^but what-siLys 
your unlmown monitor ?" .a 

" Short as was my glance,** promptly re- 
plied the baron, "each syllable is deeply-graven 
in my memory, it is simply this^—*' - 

" * Lord Moubray-^this'night's sea*et meeting 
js knoWn«— beware it : nor M thy friend, then. 
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come iiear theplace^-^-a bloody falcon is abroad'*-* 
Bewittre !^«-**Tlie scroll was brought to me by one 
closely muiSied up — whether man or woman, I 
know not, though I shrewdly suspect the latter, 
who albo carried a hiddoa light for its perusal ; 
I had bardy time to glance at the letters, 
when thd messoiger darted from me, and I wflls 
again alone. You passed almost that same 
moment, and I was yet too much agitated to 
fellow you.^' 

• ^ -Tis indeed strange, Neville,^' said De 
^Beln^, musingly^ ^^ though not on that ac- 
count a jot less to be esteemed ; but as the 
cautien is good, and very beneficial too, and as 
we are met in the sequel, let us at once to our 
^ aoonfemice.^ 

i^With all my heart — I hafve seen Fitz- 

' "And the result of your interview's it 

jgoodr or bad ?*^ 

•i^ Salisbury's heart is with you, but I fear 

that necessity will break his proud spirit to the 

tyrant's yoke, and lose to you his cooperation.'' 

" Tis impossible, Neville; I can never be-: 
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dishonour; our plans, though not fiilly xn^^ 
t^red, are sufficiently ripe for instant (operational: 
and we will for^o other advantages to sav^. 
such illustrious souls as thine from our eueiQ£, 
—and from disgrace. Three days from this, 
the general meeting of the confederates takes 
place, when our instant movements will be foUy 
arranged. Nothing, Moubray, can fi^ustrate pui:^i 
enterprise; secure of such valiant spirits^ ^a$^, 
also of sufficient money to put our force, i^ottpi^ 
efficient action, where can we fail? or whry^, 
should any, whose heart is with us, fear ^. 
commit himself to our party-^-especiallyi' for 
such empty inducements as this faithless Joh(DL,; 
can offer ? Stand, then, boldly forth anM>^p^^ ^ 
u^ Neville ; if thou seekest honour it shidl be 
thine— even wealth will await thee, whm mv^n 
foes shall be put down, and their rich l^dj^i^, 
pay the penalty of their treason. Hesitate :n<7$^{ i 
then, Neville — thou shalt not hesitate ^ogf.^t 
longer — thou art-— thou must be oursw" : , ,(i 
" De Bourgh,'' exclaimed Moubray, muohtd 
excited by his warm earnestness,^' I williiot.f 
wrong thy honest zeal by ungraciously- refusii^gft* 
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the&i be the end wtoit' it may, with my whole 
heatt and soul wiK I be yoiir^s, and not only 
sO,'but Salisbury, too, will I secure to' your 
pli*ty:" 

' ** Ay,'* rejoined De Bourgh, with exultation, 
^^iM^ this sounds well— let but this energy 
eiintmite, and success is already attained. Salis- 
btify,' however, is at best but wavering, save 
in' hift revenge; and, as even that now yields 
to'^ititeessity, strong and continued inducements 
win alone lure him to any useful coopera- 
tion." 

''^ Trust him to my care, De Bourgh, closely 
w9i 't mark him, and I will both answer folr 
hiifi appearance, as also for his hearty support.*^ 

'^ 'For his appearance, Neville, I can well 
triist thee, though for zeal in the cause I 
sho^d doubt even a more earnest solicitude 
thto thy best — ^be it, however, thy part to gain 
S^Aisbury from the ui^urper^s influence ; tell him 
his need shall be supplied, and, if possible, 
bring him with thee to the meeting, prepared 
to give us his support. I ask not more of 
thcK^-'^ Salisbury can refuse the arguments 
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then to be advanced, let our project be no 
longer attempted.^ 

" Agreed, De Bourgh, agreed — so far my 
honour is your hostage for my hearty truth."' 

" Content in which, Neville, 1 at once 
proceed to apprise the rest of the leaders 
of the early meeting, and I may not again 
see thee — in thine honour, indeed, I can 
well trust, neither will thy discretion fail thee— 
if there be a weak point about thee, it is the 
jealous doubt which cramps thy more generous 
zeal." 

" Fear not for me, my good fellow ; if thy 
plans have no other risk than what any luke- 
warmness of mine threatens, they are secure 
indeed.'' 

" Be not oflfended, Neville, many a good 
enterprise has been ruined by too prudent 
caution.'' 

" But far more, De Bourgh, through over 
zeal — be content, however ; Hugh Neville will 
well redeem his pledge." 

" 1 am content, Neville." 

And not many minutes afterwards the tall 
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gaunt figure of De Bourgh, muffled closely up, 
was stealing quickly from the city ; a horse 
awaited him in the environs, and he was soon 
iieyond all further notice. 
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CHAPTER III. 



^' Know'st thou not, 
That when the searching eye of Heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen. 
In murders, and in outrage ?" 

Richard the Second. 



When the royal ruffian with his congenial 
associates passed on from the spot where De 
Bourgh was concealed, his design, notwittM 
standing his seeming to the contrary, was siB^ 
cretly to watch, in some convenient spot, for th^ 
still expected arrival of the individuals, whose 
declared object, and evident mystery, had so^ 
perplexed his suspicious apprdiensions. He> 
had« in fact, abready bestowed himsdf^ together 
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with his party, behind a blank wall, at the 
lower end of the street, from whence he could 
detect any footsteps that might pass down; 
when suddenly, through the dark night, he 
observed a light figure glide swiftly past him 
and instantly disappear. 

Cowardice and superstition are nearly and 
intimately united; the same weakness that takes 
away the power to resist earthly perils, leaves 
the feeble soul doubly open to the horrors of 
unearthly fears. The bravest spirits, indeed, 
have yielded to superstitious terrors ; how then 
could such an abject and guilty wretch as 
John escape their severest torture ? No 
sooner, in answer to his hasty demand from 
Im companions, did he learn that the figure 
hud not been seen by them, than a strange 
uBaeoouB table dread seemed to take hold of 
him ; and pointing out to his ruffian atten- 
dants the direction in which it had appeared 
to pass, he commanded them instantly to fdlr 
lo^ it The fellows were nothing loth to 
exiocute such an order, for they knew nothing 
ofiA.supm'stitious fiMurSy and proKoptly leaving 
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their affirighted master by himself, they pro- 
ceeded in the route prescribed. 

That same moment, however, did the tyrant 
repent his hasty command. Conscience, that 
discarded, ill-used guide, told him of many 
victims of his cruelty and hate, whose spirits 
might haunt him, and call loudly for retribu- 
tion; and though he seldom felt that secret 
monitor, for that riot and excess too often, and 
callousness almost always drowned its sugges- 
tions, yet there occasionally were moments, 
when left to himself, in spite of his care to guard 
against such a contingency, and unsupported 
by the presence of others, that never-dying 
witness would cry out, and harrow up his soul 
almost to mad despair. 

Such a horrible torment now afflicted him 
to an agony of fear ; his knees trembled, his 
teeth chattered against each other, and he 
looked fearfully round expecting to see he 
knew not what. 

It was at this very moment, that he fancied 
he saw the same white object again approach 
liim — dim and indistinct did it seem — scarcely 
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did it move — and yet it did more, slowly but 
directly towards him. Horror closed his eyes, 
though for a brief moment only were they 
closedr— the next, fear had again opened them, 
atid he bdield before him, so close, indeed, 
that even the deep darkness in which he stood 
hindered not his distinctly discerning it, a slight 
female figure, as of a young and lovely woman — 
it approached still nearer, and a faint, unearthly 
light fell upon her ghastly features, and dis- 
(x)vered to his quivering soul, the horrible 
semblance of a deed of blood and murder, at 
which not even his callous heart could look 
without palsying terror. The bandage of death 
was round her eyes — the deadly gash seemed 
still fresh across her throat, and the purple 
stream of life still to ooze fastly from the 
wound — and the ruffian murderer thought that 
the accusing spirit of the slaughtered Anne de 
Yves stood before him. 

Well might the wretch shudder at such a 
belief; the Lady Anne was the only child of 
the Baron of Mandeville, his dearest, sweetest 
trea;sure — the stay and support of his existence 
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— his only known heiress. The baron had 
suddenly died, and the lovely Anne was com- 
mitted to the care of noble guardians — but the. 
kingly ruffian had seen the beauteous orphan, 
and his soul desired her beauty, and his greedy 
avarice her lands ; he assumed her revenues to 
his own use — such, indeed, was his royal privi- 
lege during her minority, and he took the 
maiden under his own immediate care. But 
it seemed as if she withered at his very touch ; 
brief, indeed, was the space that she endured 
his protection ; ere a few months had expired^ 
the Lady Anne was no more, her domains had 
passed to the crown, and the poor deserted 
orphan was no longer thought of. 

But in the deep and dark recesses of a 
royal palace — recesses so dark, that cheerful 
light never entered, everlasting darkness ever 
reigned — and so deep, that pity knew not even 
of their existence, nor could agony penetrate 
to declare it — there was a fastly-fading flower, 
whose bloom had long since ceased— whose 
fragrance had passed away—- and whose blanched 
aoid withered stem lay broken and desolate, as 
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iS^ a stonn of anguish had struck it — as if a 
loaded atmosphere of woe hung heavy upon 
it. It was, indeed, the work of anguish and 
of woe ; a cutting frost of damnable cruelty — a 
^thless tempest of . horrible desolation had 
marred its loveliness, and changed its bright 
^9^ence into dull and pallid destruction. 
\^ Such was the unknown fate of the beauteous 
^jaoe. A devil'^s hand of violence had been 
ufjon her— her beauty had been snatched by 
^. unholy and. reckless spoiler^ and a strange 
aaod dark vacuity had become h^ existence. 
.^.But even her quick decay contented not the 
greedy murderer. Affairs of state called him 
from that scene of destruction^ and he cared 
poti ^to leave any living evidence of his bar- 
\ifinij; he ordered her death— nay, to be the 
niore joertain of its fact, accompanied the. ruffian 
. minister of his will to the de^ of blood. 
. The darkness of that inky cell was even 
d^[\ser, when those murderers sought it — dark, 
indeed^, as midnight and their bloody purpose 
could make it. Some sudden reason, some un- 
lijBiturfJ. strength had come to their victim ,; fibe 
VOL. II. n 
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seemed to know and strove to resist their pur- 
pose. Futile e£Port ! Could weakness— especially 
such shrunken weakness as her^s— oppose the 
determined intent of so ferocious strength? 
Loud and horrible was the scream, which her 
soul^s agony wrung from her — alas ! the cold, 
insensible walls might, indeed, have felt that 
cry and given her pity ; but those monsters^ 
hearts — ^A^ could not feel it — her struggles but 
whetted their eager thirst for her lifers blood. 

Their strength soon overpowered her feeble 
resistance, and then — ^it was but a moment^s 
work — ^the ferocious John quickly bound up 
the eyes, whose horrible glare had for a mo- 
ment unnerved the savage aider of his bloody 
work — there was but one gash — quick af^ the 
lightning''s gleam was that gash — and all was 
still — the struggles had ceased — ^there were no 
longer cries — no longer agony — and the once 
beauteous and matchless Anne, the pride of 
beauty, the glory of loveliness, was nought but 
a livid and mangled corse, disgusting and hor- 
rible even to look upon. 

Why did that ruthless murderer then so 
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violently start, and bis coward soul tremble 
within him ? The accusing blood had covered 
his person, and that last dying wail seemed 
echoed by unearthly tones^-a single shriek, 
shuddering as horror, and piercing as despair, 
burst for one instant through those secret 
caverns, and then died away. 

The ru£Sans looked at each other aghast, 
large drops of fear hung on their pale foreheads, 
and starting to their feet, they darted from their 
bleeding victim, and rushed to less appalling 
horrcnrs. But though the ready water soon 
removed those outward stains, and the goblet of 
intoxication for a time drowned the memory of 
that hideous murder, still did that cry haunt 
the tyrant^s soul, still did that accusing blood 
dash over him : his very soul seemed dyed in 
gore, and his sight tinctured with its hue ; even 
in the midst of revels and debauchery did it 
affright him — from the most reckless profane- 
ness, and the maddest excess, would he sud- 
denly start with dread, as that bloody scene 
rushed before him, and that fearful sign seemed 
again to stain his trembling hands. 

D 2 
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It was not that this deed of murder was more 
cruel or more sanguinary than many others, 
which had resulted from his ruthless passions, 
that John felt it so horribly ; but that he had 
been thus accidentally made an actual worker 
in the deed. 

On other occasions, it had been but a com^ 
mand — a mere word of mouth — a breath had 
been all, and the deed was finished ; but here 
his own hand had repressed the victim^s strug- 
gles, his own hand had held her fat the blow : 
and when his ruffian attendant wavered for that 
look of supplicating, agony which then flaslied 
from her tortured eyes, it was he that had- 
bound up those pleading intelligences— even 
he, who had hung upon their beauty, and 
whom that beauty had lured to her destruc* 
tion — even he could look upon them, when 
brutal inhumanity shrunk from their gazer-it 
was his hand that had stopped their entreaty — 
his hand that had shut out their light for ever. 

Time passed on, but the memory of that deed 
stiU continued ; age, though it might perhaps 
deaden its actual lineaments, gave to it unreal 
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features^ that but racked him with a bitterer tor- 
meat ; and the scene, once acted, now appeared 
to him in a thousand torturing forms. He 
strove not to think of it, and in his mad ex- 
cesses, and the various scenes to which his 
station introduced him, found occasional for- 
getfulness — but can the murderer ever find 
peace? can the destroyer of human life ever 
know rest? No — the blood of his victim 
called out for vengeance, and her spirit still 
seemed to haunt his steps. 

Well might he tremble, when the semblance 
of the slaughtered Anne seemed to stand before 
him, and thus in midnight and solitary darkness 
to confront his path. 

It was, indeed, no unreal vision that he saw, 
it came nearer and nearer— that fatal bandage 
still was there — that horrible gash seemed still 
to pour with blood — and that unearthly light to 
grow brighter and brighter; and a loud pier- 
cing shriek — his blood curdled at the well re- 
membered sound-— burst on his ears ; and then 
—but the murderer saw not, heard not more ; 
horror had overpowered him, and forcibly 
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closing his ears he sunk to the ground, and 
buried himself in his cloak. Nor did he stir 
from his covert, nor dare one single glance 
more, until footsteps approached, and the harsh 
rough voices of his associate ruffians fell 
sweeter than any music on his ears. 

Then, indeed, he looked up— •fearful was 
that look — ^but the vision was no more— courage 
returned, shame roused him from his abject 
position, and, starting to his feet, he prepared 
to meet his fellows, if not with calmness, at 
least, with some semblance of composure. 

A sullen peevishness succeeded to his pre* 
vious abasement, and which his wonted wariness 
failed to conceal ; he evinced, indeed, his men* 
tal disorder in so glaring a manner, as to lay 
himself open in no trifling degree to the gibes 
and insulting remarks of his ruffians, who 
spared not to each other their freest observa- 
tions on his cowardice. 

But either John heard not their jeers, or it 
was more suitable to his present plans not to ap- 
pear to notice them ; he hurried quickly av^y, 
and avoiding all public avenues, soon, perhaps 
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as much by accident as design, found himself 
at Roger Mallet's habitation. He instantly 
paused, and for some moments carefully recon- 
noitered the house ; there was, however, neither 
sound nor sign to assist his scrutiny, and failing 
to detect any probability of the miser's pre- 
sence, he forthwith demanded admittance, at 
the same time, observing to his attendants— 

^^ The old wretch's tact shall not save him 
this time ; well ferret out his gold, or the fault 
shall not be ours — but keep you back, varlets, 
such grim-looking devils would frighten a far 
more daring heart than this old curmudgeon's, 
and force will do nothing; I'll signal you, 
when IVe coaxed the fox from his cover.'' 

The miscreants had hardly yet withdrawn, 
when the ancient hag, who was, indeed, but 
little behind her wily master in wariness, cau- 
tiously protruded her head from the grated 
window, and demanded, in no gracious accents, 
the cause of this unseasonable disturbance. 

" Tish only me, Misdiesh Deborah,'' hum- 
bly returned the seeming pedler ; ^^ only poor 
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Tavid de Jew, wid de shekels for your goofe 
master, Misdresh Deborah— Hsiush monisli, very, 
heavy monish, indeed — Oh, tear ! make haste 
and open me the door.*" 

But neither his earnestness, nor his seeming 
fatigue, nor yet his errand, appeared to move 
the old dame to any granting of his request ; 
but brief and rude was her denial, and her 
manner even less promising : 

** Master's not at home,*' — ^her speaking tones 
were not less forbidding than her words — " so 
ye maun e'en keep the money:*' and, as she 
spoke, she was speedily withdrawing within 
her fortress. 

" But, my goot Misdresh Deborah," quickly 
rejoined the impostor, fearful of losing the old 
damsel's attention ; ^' de shekels may be lost, 
and den what would my goot friend say ? Now 
don't be so hard-hearted to a poor wearied tra- 
veller, Misdresh Deborah, but let me in." 

^* I'll none let thee in," returned the unyield* - 
ing hag ; " I'm rather too old a bird to be caught 
with such light chaiF as that ; I tell thee. Master 
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Mallet is not at home, and Tm not going to 
trust myself into a stranger^s hands, for that he 
says he has gold."^ 

" Oentle, lovely creature,^ the wily suppliant 
shrugged up his shoulders at the misnomer ; 
" fear not poor Tavid, nor doubt his truth — 
turn, oh ! turn, doze angry eyes away^ dat even 
now sparkle in dis midnight gloom, and look 
mor<^ kindly on me — oh ! Misdresh Deborah— 
ohr 

But not even his so fluent gallantry seemed 
to soften Misdresh Deborah''s determination; 
for once, lovely woman was deaf even to the 
voice of flattery. 

*^ Fm none going to be tricked by your 
blarney. Master David, however ye may think 
it ; one word^s as good as a hundred — ^master is 
not here, and even, had he not cautioned me 
otherwise, I^m not going to let a stranger into 
his house at this time of night : so ye may e^en 
take yourself off, as soon as ye please ; for talk 
ye, if ye like, till mom, I'll heed ye not.'' 

" But pray ye, Misdresh Deborah,'' conti- 
nued the persevering pedler ; ** dou kind 

D 3 
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angel — dou sweet lily of de valley, at leasts 
take de shekels — monish will not hurt you— 
ah ! monish is very goot — and Master Mallet 
likes de monish, Misdresh Deborah."*^ 

*^ Like enough he may,*' rejoined the Abigail, 
though in little softened tone; ^^and sure enough 
he would like to have it too, were he here— 
but he's not here, nor will he be here for at 
least a week to come, and 111 none touch the 
money myself — so the sooner ye're off the better. 
You'll find I'm none of your daft women, none 
of your silly fools that don't know the moon 
from a green cheese ; and that ye shall find. 
Master David — so take yourself off, and give 
us no more of your gibbering." 

" But kind, gentle, Misdresh Deborah," 
hastily rejoined the impatient suitor, at the 
same time adding, in a side tone, the maledic- 
tory epithet, ** thou cursed hag ! — ^pray tell me 
den where I may find dy goot master, dat I 
may go to him and give him de monish." 

" I know none where he's gone, not I ; he'll 
be back after six days, as I said before ; but 
I'm none going to tell ye more, so ye need no 
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expect it. I know quite enough of the maxims 
of your great prince, the sapient Solomon, to 
remember, that < a close mouth keepeth a wise 
head/ and, depend on^t, mine shan^t lose its 
character through too much wind.*" 

" Oh no— most excellent wisdom,^ replied 
the still unyielding Jew, not slightly amused 
with her easy conceit, however his purpose 
might be thereby delayed, ^^ no one cout doubt 
it — de queen of Sheba wash a fool to de wary 
Misdresh Deborah. Ah! how well wash she 
named after de prophetess of Israel." 

" I tell thee what, Master David," inter- 
rupted the impatient and unyielding termagant, 
^^ an thou thinkest to come over me with thy 
jargon, thouVt wofuUy deceived ; so march 
thee o£P, or it may chance to be worse for 
thee. I believe, indeed, thouVt nought but 
an impostor, for Master Mallet never deals 
with thy sect — ^in fact, he hates a Jew, as 
much as a Jew does pork ; nor will even con- 
venience make one palatable to him. Once 
more therefore, I say, take thyself oflP, or I'll 
shew thee a somewhat decisive argument ;^ the 
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old damsel at the same time produced, through 
the grating, a tolerably formidable arblast, or 
crossbow, well charged with a massive quarrel ; 
^^ if, however, thou art really hooest, come this 
day sennight, and Master Mallet will see thee.**^ 

" But one word more, cruel Misdresh De- 
borah,"" at the same time the prudent pedler 
hastily retreated beyond the supposed range of 
her prowess ; " may not poor Tavid come 
before den ? — a week, Misdresh Deborah, is a 
very long time to keep de shekels— not one 
day sooner, Misdresh Deborah ?'^ 

" No, not one day sooner, Mashder Tavid,'** 
the old beldam mocked his Hebrew accent, 
^^ Master Mallet has other matters on his hands 
till then." 

The pedler started, but still keeping up his 
assumed character, as well as preserving his 
self-command, he carelessly rejoined — "Just 
for one moment longer hear me, Misdresh De- 
borah — indeed, indeed you wrong me, and 
Master Mallet, too, may lose his monish, which 
he so much wants.**' 

The old dame seemed to hesitate, a change 
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to take place in her proceedings, of which the 
wily suppliant instantly availed himself— 

*^ Now do, most kind Misdresh Deborah, let 
me in — or at least take de monish — you must 
know how much it is wanted — and—'" 

** Hark ye. Master David,'' interrupted the 
prudent safeguard, ^* if thou really be no im- 
postor, 111 tell thee what thou must do— I 
cannot let thee in, for I have sworn, that the 
first who shall enter these walls shall be Master 
Mallet on his return ; keep, therefore, thy 
shekels until the Jlfth day from this— Master 
Mallet will then be here — ^but must not for the 
world be known to be here to any other soul. 
Only that thy gold may be wanted, I had not 
spoken to thee so openly— mind, therefore, 
thou art prudent, or, if there be no other hand 
to punish thee, mine shall do it.*" 

" Fear me not,'' returned the pedler, in a 
thoughtful and less disguised tone, ** I'll fail 
nought to catch the miser." 

" Ha !" violently screamed out the affrighted 
hag, on detecting the changed tone of his voice, 
" art thou, indeed, a cheat — an impostor ? Fool 
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that I was" — and the same moment the clang 
of the bow was heard, and the missile flew ynth 
so unerring aim, that had not the wily impostor 
darted suddenly oa one side, he would indeed 
have had cause to repent his inadvertency. 
As it was, the bolt just missed him; and, 
agitated as well by his so narrow escape, as 
alarmed for the fresh danger which the instant 
sound of the redrawing of the bow seemed to 
threaten, he waited no further parley, but 
promptly secured his retreat, well content to 
have escaped on such lucky terms. 

" Would we had the old hag,'' he exclaimed 
to his attendant ruffians, as rage quickly suc- 
ceeded to his previous fear ; " by the relics of 
the holy Becket, her withered hand had never 
drawn another bow !" 

" And dost thou govern Israel ?" whined out 
the pious sembling Nym, who, in the hete- 
rogeneous compound of his faith, had learned 
as much of Christian, as of Infidel and Maho- 
metan tenets, nor was at any time backward to 
quote the sacred scriptures when his purpose 
was thereby answered : " Arise, oh ! King, and 
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let thine heart be merry — / will give thee this 
Philistine into thine hand.^ 

** Softly, softly » my good Nym,** returned 
his more wary patron, *^ though my vengeance 
be delayed, it shall not therefore fall the less 
heavily — in the bitterness of my present soul, 
indeed, would I tear the cursed witch asunder, 
and her death-screams would be music to my 
ears ; but she is well fenced in her fortress, and 
force must be avoided— -patience, therefore, 
my good Nym, and thou shalt see and well 
acknowledge her speedy punisliment— -deeper 
uses, too, are to be answered by the delay .^ 

^^ As thou pleasest,^^ grunted the ruffian, on 
no occasion relishing any mitigation, or even 
delay of punishment ; ^^ hadst thou let me^ I 
had even now stopped her triumph.^ 

" But thou knowest, Nym," tauntingly 
added his fellow brute, ^^ kingly purposes 
travel a jot less swiftly than our straight-for- 
ward deeds — such mean wretches as thee and 
me, Nym, would well execute, ere the royal 
mind had dared the deed." 

" Cease, minion,"' petulantly exclaimed his 
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master^ at the same moment bursting with fury 
at the fellow'^s impudence, and cowed into sub- 
mission by the ^ead of losing his adherence— 
^^ cease, or by Qod's teeth, this hand shall teach 
thee respect."*' 

" Nym,^ insultingly interjected the other 
ruffian, at the same time pointing to the tyrant's 
hand, which, in the feeling of the moment, he 
had cloiched in a threatening attitude — ** Nym 
— that fair white woman's hand — ^'^ 

" That teach, di, Mil ?'^ returned the other 
with the same audacious effrontery; and a 
sneering smile finished the sentence. 

John watched the scornful snort wherewith 
the sullen Mil assented to his comrade's inso- 
lence, but though it was as venom to his sight, 
still he dared not resent their mockings — for 
his coward soul knew no safety but in their 
hireling fidelity. 

Degrading however as was such a submis- 
sion, his debased soul felt it not, save with the 
petulant suUenness wherewith a child would 
resent the baulking of some favourite wish ; he 
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betook himself to his wonted sulks, and hastily 
led the way to the royal palace. 

Once — ^but it was only once, and brief was 
the inquiry— did he ask himself, as his hurried 
step betrayed his uneasy thoughts, where was 
the soul of the Plantagenets P whether the 
lion-hearted and noble Richard had indeed 
sprung from the same origin as he, and won- 
dered whence his own trembling, dastard spirit 
had descended to him ; but it was too galling an 
inquiry even to his reckless soul, and, arrived 
at the palace, he quickly quenched its impres* 
sion in a deep goblet of potent wine. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



'< There is no darkness like the doud of mind 
On griers vain eye — ^the blindest of the bKnd ! 
Which may not— -dare not see — ^but turns aside 
To blackest shade, nor will endure a guide !*' 

The Corsair, 



When the disconsolate Maud recovered 
from the swoon into which, on the preceding 
evening, the announcement of her ruthless fate 
had sunk her, (the timely, though unknown 
aid of the Princess Eleanor had been the means 
of her restoration,) she looked wildly round, 
as if unwitting of her real state, and doubtful 
that so cruel destruction had indeed come upon 
her. 
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But how momentary was that doubt ! The 
full conviction of her wretchedness at once 
burst upon her, and the desolation of a broken 
heart, to one, in whom feeling was as a whirls 
wind'^s tempest, too impetuous to be restrained, 
was fully felt by that poor victim of disap- 
pointed affections. Her very soul had been 
vrapped up in that one single promise, and she 
^ad clung to it, as the only rock of her confi- 
dence — ^her only wish : — to be happy, nay, to 
exist, seemed but there — ^the wind had blown 
against it—the storm of doubts and fears had 
agitated it, but she had clung the more madly 
to its support— even against hope had she 
hoped, and when despair seemed to hang over 
her in a thousand fearful shapes, still had she 
held to the one poor, withering possibility of 
better things, which the intense wish of her 
heart alone suggested to her— but even from 
that last faint grasp was she now dashed, and 
what a sweeping sea then rushed over her ! 

But footsteps approached — too well did she 
discern them, for too sweet had been their 
music on her ears ; quick as her thoughts had 
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passed across her mind, far quicker was the 

movement wherewith she started to her feet 
and hurried from the apartment 

Little, however, of peace did the quiet and 
seclusion of her own chamber bring to her, for 
wild and vehement anguish there accompanied 
her ; and then followed that dull, changeless 
apathy of sorrow that feels too deeply for any 
outward expression — too overwhelming for the 
mild soothing vent of tears. 

The night passed away, the morning came, 
the glorious sun arose — though not to her were 
its cheering beams, and his decUning rays still 
found her in that same lost, fearful despair. 

She felt not hunger, wanted not sleep — that 
anguish of her grief was to her both. 

It was now again night, a night as dark and 
wild as her own soul, when she was suddenly 
roused from the stupor in which she lay : some 
one knocked at her chamber door ; she would 
have denied admittance, but the joyous maiden, 
the Lady Ther§se, had already entered the 
apartment, and announced to her that the gentle 
Isabdla required her presence. 
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It was with almost horror that she learnt the, 
to her then feelings, ungracious summons. 

" Say, dearest Therese,'' she entreated, with 
an earnestness that strangely contrasted with 
the wild wandering of her manner, " say 
that I am indisposed — indeed, Ther^se, I am 
very, very ill."" 

"Poor dear girl,^ returned the pit]ring 
maiden, "thou seemest indeed afflicted, and 
myself will well excuse thee to our- kind mis- 
tress — ^but what is thy ailment, Maud ?— and 
wherefore has not the leech already been with 
thee ?^ 

" 'Tis useless, dear Therese,^— it was almost 
a groan wherewith she spoke—** my hurt is 
far beyond the leeches power— too deep for 
any human aid/^ 

" Say not so, dearest, but tell me what ails 
thee, Maud ? Hide not thy hurt from me, nor 
let our gentle lady ask in vain what keeps her 
favourite Maud from her duty.^ 

But the maiden was speechless ; again and 
again did the S3anpathizing Therese repeat her 

K 

anxious inquiry, but still was the poor Maud 
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silent — she could not speak her griefs ; and her 
trembling agitation so convulsed her, that the 
pit3dng Therese, alarmed to witness it, rose 
suddenly from her knees at the bed-side of her 
friend, .and hurried quickly from the apart- 
ment. 

Maud rejoiced that she was again alone; it 
seemed a relief to her harrowed feelings to be 
left to herself, and from mere exhaustion she 
had sunk into a gentle doze, when her half*- 
consqious senses became aware that some sweet 
spirit watched over her couch — she opened her 
listless eyes — the pitying Isabella was that 
guardian spirit. The maiden seemed as well 
troubled as distressed by her presence — for 
some moments she understood not fully her 
kind solicitude — then hastily rising, she looked 
imploringly at her royal friend, and beholding 
the earnest sympathy that marked her features, 
and the ready arms that waited to support her, 
she sprung to her embrace, and buried her face 
in her bosom. 

It was long ere she spoke, nor did the queen 
seek to interrupt the silence, fox it seemed to 
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her that the tide of feeling, if left to itself, 
might overflow the banks of that rushing sea, 
and give relief. At length she looked up, and 
in a voice of trembling emotion, and whose 
tones were deep and sepulchral, she wildly ex- 
claimed — 

** It is past — hope is gone — for ever gone ! 
Oh ! gracious, dearest lady, let not poor Maud 
be entirely forgotten ; sometimes think of her 
and of her fond attachment.^ 

^* Sometimes think of thee, my sweet Maud !^ 
rqieated the queen, tenderly bdiolding the 
blanched cheeks and sunken eyes of her favo- 
rite ; " poor drooping flower ! can I erer forget 
thee ? Oh, talk not thus melancholy, Maud, 
nor yield so entirely to thy fears— <!heer up, 
dear girl, and yet let hope support thee."** 

^* Alas, alas ! dearest Madam, there is no 
hope now for poor Maud ; a ruthless destruc- 
tion is upon her— death the one only desire of 
her soul f 

^^ I must not listen to thee, Maud,^ quickly 
relied the queen, ^^nor can I suffer thee to 
give way to this dq>re8don; is thy mistress^ 
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friendship so worthless, and her kind offices, so 
faithfully tendered, entirely without promise 
to thee ?^ 

** Thy friendship, royal, beloved lady, is as 
comfort— the only comfort Maud now feels ;^' 
the maiden shook her head, her voice even more 
deeply faltered, as she added, ^^ but thy offices, 
kind, condescending as they are, can never avail 
me more." 

" What meanest thou, Maud ?'" anxiously 
demanded Isabella; ^^ wherefore thy extreme 
depression — ^^tis impossible the youth can have 
slighted thy fond preference ? — Nay, thou must 
tell me, child — ^fear not, thou speakest to one 
that will both feel for and pity thee; keep, 
therefore, nothing froni me — the boy loves thee 
not, Maud ?'^ 

The maiden hid her burning face more 
closely in her mistress^ bosom — she could not 
^peak: the virgin^s timid modesty and her 
offended pride kept her without the power to 
declare the ungrateful truth. 
^ 'Mi is impossible^ Maud,^^ continued the 
gentle Isabella, willing to spare the poor girl 
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any needless pain, and at the same time she kissed 
her burning forehead. <^ Vex not thyself thus, 
child, De Bourgh dare not do it — ^he loves too 
well our favour to dare to slight our favorite.^^ 
^^ Nor has he, dearest lady,^', at length sob- 
bed out the agitated maiden ; ^^ slight ? oh ! no, 
not slight — there was no unkindness — no, no, 
^twas all tenderest sympathy^ — all pity, but yet 
despair to poor Maud, for alas, alas ! he never 
can be mine ; his heart—it is already given.**^ 

^^ So young, Maud,^ exclaimed the queen, in 
great surprise, ^* and yet so old in lqv6 ? Im- 
possible, my poor child, he but deceives thee, 
or thy fond fancies alarm thee with unreal 
fears. Cheer up, Maud, all shall yet be well ; 
thy mistress will see thee happy, or her friendly 
offices shall fail, for the first time, of their de- 
sired result 4" 

^^They are useless, dearest Madam, to me 

worse than useless; I know-— I feel that no 

beam of happiness will again shine upon me, 

and all I ask is, that I may die in peaoe.^^ 

^^Do not pain thy loving mistress, Maud, 

VOL. II. £ 
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by this obstinacy of grief^at least look as if 
you felt her intended kindness.^ 

^^ Oh, gracious Madam ! judge iM>t your pdot 
Maud unkindly, in my inmost soul do I fed 
your sympathy; but not its tnost eunest soli^. 
citude can make even a show of hope to light 
up these hapless features — alas, no«-my fate id 
as £xed as it is wretched.^ 

" But yet, Maud, if but for my sak^^thy 
friend Isabella's sake, arrest thy judgment tBl 
I have seen the youth."" ; 

^^ Oh ! no*-^o,'' hurriedly interrupted tba, 
maiden, ^' let him not hate me/' 

^^ Thou knoirest mine already assurance, my 
sweet girl, nor shouldst thou doubt my pfUr 
dence; but it were worse than unkindnesain^ 
one who so professes herself ihj friend, to leasre 
thee to this misery, and not stretdi out hel!^! 
hand to save thee. Even, for my own safce^ 
too, must I learn what means this sedEnikig 
contradictii^ in the page-^'tis seldom, MaiNl,'^ 
that so young a stripling makes so early gift of 
his Sections. Thou saidst, I think, that hi» , 
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heart was given to another? — ^At least, so I 
understood thee to be his words.^ 

The maiden had seemed confused, as if un« 
certain of the entire correctness of the queen^s 
ifldpressimi, and she hesitated not slightly as. 
she replied, ^^ Not such his wordaj Madam— « 
my belief of them, indeed, that was such : 
< Some impassable barrier^— what dise indeed 
cmild that mean P— and those indelible words 
were those he declared to me/^ 

<^ Ha !^ the queen seemed perplexed, <^ < im- 
passable barrier ?^ ^tis strange-*-inexplicaUe too 
— I like it not, Maud — I fear the boy is not 
the simple youth we took him for-^indeed, 
child, it looks not well— I must forthwith 
fathom the mystery. Do thou, dear girljf 
compose thysdf, and wait my prompt scru« 
tiny, I will not keep thee in any needless sus- 
pense.'^ 

And as she spoke, she tenderly raised the 
feeble maiden from her arms, and laying her 
gently on the couch, hastened firom the apart^ 
ment with the eager step of me who hurries 
to secure scnne anxious purpose^ 
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Isabella, indeed, had far greater foundatiOQ 
for her doubts of Albert^s truth and simplicdty, 
than the evident contradiction which tlie 
maiden's communication seemed to surest 
against her former estimate of his character. 
It was perhaps seldom that John, in his confi- 
dences, passed the close circle of the reckless 
ministers of his will ; or even suffered to ap- 
pear on the subtle mask which his policy kefil 
ever smiling on his countenance, the black venom 
of his soul. But whether from the mere incoii^ 
fiistency of his character, or that Albert, bdbg 
the queen^s own particular page, he soi^ht 4o 
weaken her regard for him by the doubt «f 
his truth, he had been to her in no way m^ 
served in his expressions of his believed eclph 
viction of the youth^s treachery — o(»ivicti(»06 
from his spies^ secret information, so de^ly 
rooted, that not even her warm zeal in his b^ 
half, and hmr disbelief of the imputation^ could 
remove them, and he only waited further faftta 
of his dishonesty, when his quick vengeance 
would at once fall upon him. 
It was^ indeed, this very conviction, excited 
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perfaa{>s by De Laci^s jealous falsehoods, that 
had subjected Albert to John's fearful ordeal 
cm the preceding night, when the youth^s ap- 
parent earnestness, and the probability of his 
asdrting his plans, by bringing back De 
Bour^ to his duty, had for the time, at least, 
delivered him from intended punishment. 
I Notwithstanding, however, the empty pro- 
ftssion of his favour, the Eling'^s suspicions 
8t^ continued, and, as a natural consequence, 
the intrusive doubts, which the kind Isabella 
<trave not to indulge, each day grew stronger 
asnd strcmger as they continued to be suggested 
to her, until at length she was compelled to 
admit the possibility of the pagers insincerity, 
if not of his actual treason. When, therefore, 
the mystery which appeared in his declaration 
to Maud was named to her, it seemed so strongly 
to corroborate her existing doubts, that her 
lirind no longer resisted the certain conviction 
'^f the youth'^s duplicity ; and anxious, as well 
to unburthen herself of the ungracious disco- 
very, as also to gain further proofs of his base- 
ness, which she felt that John was wdl pre- 
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pared to give her, she hastily soaght an 
interview with her royal consort. 

As, however, she was passing along the 
private gallery, which led to the King^s apart- 
ment, and which was only open to the higher 
members of the royal household, her steps 
were suddenly arrested by the prostrate figure 
of the jester, Phoednis, who trembling as if 
with {Sear and horror, seemed scarcely oonsciouii 
of her presence. 

Anger at his presumption, and surprise at 
his extreme agitation, were her first feelings oa 
beholding him : surprise, however, soon pro> 
ponderated, for the jester seemed lost in ail 
agony of tarcnr, nor was it till after an often 
repeated demand, at first, of harsh severity, 
but soon, from the evident excess of his alamiy 
changed into pity, that she learnt that he had 
been compelled to the spot by a horrible 
spectre, whom even yet his tortured si^t £ui« 
ded he belied. 

Isabella was not free from superstitious ap- 
prdiensions — ^the fearful starts and midnight 
terrors of her guilty husband had indeed too 
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radsted the baneful influence pf his m^itiil 
J^onfOB ;. and she guessedr-it might, indeed, be 
# surer knpwkdgf — tbi^t, if ever an unhallowed 
grave rendered up its murdered victims to tpi:* 
jOfMnt the sQuls of their destroyers, many graves 
might now be open, and accusing spirits fill the 
wailing air with the fearful cry of vengeance 
on the wretch, whom a cursed boiHl had m<ide 
her husband. 

The troubling Isabella therefore looked fear- 
fully round in the direction where the jester^js 
eyes seemed so intently fixed-^but there was 
nothing. She turned quickly bfu^k for an ex- 
planation-^the man seemed to be eag^y listen- 
ing, as if afraid to catch some dreaded sound; 
ffapidly as her own movemaat, he started to an 
altitude of extremest terror, and pointing to 
the same spot to whiqh he had befopre directed 
her attcRtic», almost screamed out in iU-su)p- 
pressed horror — ^<See, see— -th^ne-*r-agai|i that 
bloody sign ;'^ and the same in«lant he hid his 
fuce between his knees. 

Isabdk again looked bfck, as the cold ^uUy 
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drops stood on her brow, and her shuddering 
sight seemed ah*eady to shrink from the horrid 
ble appearance that awaited her ; but* still there 
was nothing, nothing even to alarm her m6i§t' 
timid fekr — all was still, the lamps' burhtf 
brightly, and the cheerful arras that lined tBe 
gallery seemed to mock her terrors. But that- 
same instant did a rushing sound pass behind 
her at the farther end of the gallery ; Isabella^ 
started quickly round, but she could still s^- 
nothing— -there was no longer a rushing sbundy' 
but, in place thereof, the noise as of a olosing^'^ 
door, and then all was again sileiit. "^ 

The queen stood as one oppressed with feair- ' 
ful astonishment ; the jester seemed transfix^ 
with supernatural awe, he still listened wiiSt^ 
deepest attention, betokening by his manner thi¥^ 
his royal mistress should follow his example. ' ' 

But' no further sound interrupted the breath- 
less stillness which had ensued to that unknoWh\ 
noise; the queen looked to Phoedrus fw sotte-^ 
explanation of the mystery, but the jester's 
manner seemed almost to require the same i^- 
tisfaction at her hands. 
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<< What hast thou beheld ?"" at length de- 
manded the queen, some little recovered^ 
though still not slightly under the influence <^ 
her fears — ^^What was the bloody sign of 
which thou spakest?*^ and as she spoke, she 
again glanced fearfully to where Phcedrus had 
pointed. 

**0h ! your grace,"* returned the jester, his 
teeth still chattering against each other for 
terror, ^< there has been a bloody deed — it has 
been a murderous act— Heaven preserve your 
majesty— horrible must have been the blow-— 
even as its image is terrible. Ha ! what was 
that?^ 

He started violently, and again seemed to 
listen with trembling awe ; but there was nor 
sound nor sight, and the queen sought to re- 
assure bis courage, by observing — 

*^ There is nothing, Phoedrus; alarm not 
yourself therefore, but tell me the full cause of 
your fright ; your fears may have deceived you." 

" Ah ! your majesty," returned the jester, 
mournfully shaking his head ; <^ poor Phoedrus 
makes not trouble unnecessarily for himself, 
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enough of sorrow is his lot ; bat if tlie graves 
of the destroyed will yawn, and if the dead will 
speak, Phoedrus must — ^he cannot but listen.'*' 

^^And what did the dead declare to thee, 
Phoedrus P''— the queen spoke impatiently-^ 
** tell me instantly, I am in no humour £0^ 
delay." 

^^ I may not, gracious lady,^ the jester re- 
plied in a sol^nn tone, and looking fearfully 
up, he added in almost a whiter, ^< I am re- 
strained—a stronger power than even thy lofsi 
pleasure shuts my lips : oh ! no — ^were it not 
even so, would I curse thy gentle spirit witli 
the horrible recital ? No, His too horrible for 
aught so good as the virtuous Isabella.'*' 

But good and virtuous as the queeja was, and 
though she almost feared to learn the horrible 
tale his manner seemed to indicate, her female 
curiosity urged her to demand it. 

*' Phoedrus," she hurriedly returned, " I 
must and will know thy alarm ; on pain of my 
displeasure, therefore, as well as the punish* 
ment of this your insdient intrusion, where 
you well know it is forbidden you to come, at 
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jOlice d?(^e tp me the partjiculigrs of your ter- 
roTp if but in excuse for your boldness*^ 

The jester seemed both perplexed and alarum 
«d by the queen^s determintttioOf he still hesi- 
Mfidf though more as if at a hm bow to evudbe 
latisfyiiig her curiosity, than fi:<Ma the influ- 
ence of any supernatural restraint ; he seeoied 
indeed to estimate sensitiyely enough the con9Q- 
quences of her anger, and to feel the real o&oce, 
which, by his intrusion in the gallery^ and e»- 
i ipedally at such an hour, be bad pcnpi^tted ; 
. but still other conside;ratjpp8.appwred to.de- 
: <cide his esid^t purpo^ of withholdipg th^ 
. infiMrmation. To gain time, however, tp devise 
some ^Uja of effecting his detajgn, without either 
i . betrayipg it to the queen, or increasing h^ 
displeasure, the wily jester abruptly changiDg 
'., .the tone of his voice, began to chaunt in .the 

wonted manner of his office— 
I <^ The air hath knowledge-Hthe deep telleth 
V of wisdom-r-fiom the boweU of the earth there 
;r rU understanding. A parable is a dark saying-r- 
.. but what if the dead speak it ?*— a mystery is as a 
,^ . hidden light-^bqt what if the grave declare it P^' 



84 ARTHUR OF BRITANNY. 

" Peace, Phoedrus,*' impatiently interrupted 
the queen ; " peace with thy jargon — simpler 
words will do, the plain fact will suffice.**' 

But Phoedrus seemed scarcely to hear her 
words, so earnestly did he appear lost in some 
secret anxiety. The queen too, suddenly 
started, for that same moment, at the extremity 
of the gallery where the rushing sound had 
before been heard, a door was cautiously opened 
and almost instantly closed. 

** Ha r quickly exclaimed the queen, " what 
is that ? it cannot surely be the Princess Elea- 
nor's chamber — what cim disturb her at this 
hour of night ?" 

She hastily quitted the jester ere the words 
had escaped her lips, and hurried along thto 
gallery. ■ 

Phoedrus looked anxiously after her, saw her 
pass instantly into the chamber, and then wait- 
ing not further, promptly hastened from his 
dubious situation, well pleased, if thereby he 
but gained a delay for the explanation of his 
terror. 



ABTHUB OF BBITAMMY. 85 



CHAPTER V. 



** Comei pledge me fidrly. 
Away, away I there's blood upon the brim. 
Will it then never^ never sink in the earth ?*' 



The queen found little satisfaction in her 
scrutiny of the princess' chamber; both the 
pi^ncess and her attendant were fast asleep, and 
every thing around them as still and silent as 
death itself. She wished to have minutely ex- 
amined the apartment, for so satisfied was she 
of the correctness of her belief, that she would 
rather have questioned the fact of having 
heard the noise at all, than the spot whence it 
had issued ; but the fear of disturbing the 
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princess hesitated her purpose, while the unsa^ 
tisfying stiUness around her, each moment so 
added to her trepidation, and increased her 
belief that it was no earthly agent which had 
occasioned her alarm, that ere many moments 
had passed, so far from prosecuting her wish, 
she almost hesitated to look around her. 
Her mysterious apprehensions soon overpow- 
ered her feeble courage, and yielding to her 
weakness, she quickly hurried from the spot, 
and sought, by the jester^s presence, to dissi- 
pate her fears. 

But Phoedrus had aliready effected his retreat, 
and Isabella, annoyed and disappointed at his 
diisappearance^for to her present mind, even 
his half-witted jargon would have be^i a 
reUef— stood for some moments irresolute how 
to proceed, and almost trembling for the drea^ 
of encountering some fresh horror. 

It was at this very instant that her eyes, by 
mere accident, rested on a door at the extr^ 
miiy of the gallery, not far from that of the 
princess, and which was supposed to have 
been ihere pUced, for mei^ uniformity '§ s«tkq ; 
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she fancied that it moved, and despite her 
fears, her mind'^s excitement urged her to exa- 
mine whether it had indeed moved, or it was 
but a delusion of her disordered sight that 
had made it so appear to do. 

She hastily approached it and taking hold 
of the latch, drew it towards her ; to her ex- 
treme astonishment it jdelded to the touch, 
though its rusty hinges bespoke the little use 
to which it had been iq^ed. Her surprise 
was in no way lessened, when she discovered 
that it opened into a narrow passage, evidently, 
£rom the dust and cobwebs, not often intrud- 
ed upon. 

Isabella's first feelings on the discovery, 
caused her to ^rink back from this secret 
gallery ; she eyed it indeed with fearful anx- 
iety, but still, .notwithstanding the thousand 
strange surmises, which peiplexed, aud still 
further excited her, she dared not even to 
think of penetrating into its interior. 

But when, as she stood still within the 
portal, and became accustomed to its sikaice, 
and turned over in her mind to what itjoaight 
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lead, and what secrets it might declare ; and 
when, as by continued reflection, she convinced 
herself that the strange rushing noise, and her. 
consequent alarm, had been caused by no more 
mysterious means than this very door, as 
moved by the wind, it jarred to and fro on its. 
grating hinge ; her superstitious fears seemed 
gradually to disperse— for she heeded little the 
jester'^s words — ^her resolution came back, and 
curiosity to discover to what this secret passage 
led, as also the hope of satisfying many strange 
doubts and horrible apprehensions to which 
the king's midnight terrors had given rise, 
so urged her to the attempt, that with a bold-* 
ness almost beycmd herself, she snatched up a 
lamp and at once passed into the gallery, cau- 
tiously closing the door, lest any chance should 
betray it to any further notice. 

Her first glance shewed'her that it was of no 
great extent, probably devised for some secret 
espionage of those days of violence and wrong, 
if not for the more ruthless purposes of ty- 
ranny and oppression ; the thick heavy door 
almost defied scrutiny, for it sounded as ma$- 
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sh^ as the walls themselves, and the passage, 
cMtrived within the apparently solid stone, 
seemed secure fixmi evai a suspicion of its 
existence. 

'How it had been thus strangely Irft open, 
WHS as complete a mystery, as was the use and 
termination of the narrow passage along which 
she 'so warily crept. She sought indeed, ete 
she ' trusted each advancing step, to be well 
iofermed to what it led her, and to guard, by 
minutest caution, against any sudden alarm or 
jnbbable danger ; but nothing appeared in any 
way to disturb her, save her own existing 
i^iprehensions, and they grew gradually less 
tM>ublesome, as she became more reconciled to 
the^gloomy stillness, and her excitement drew 
her farther and farther along. 

She had not proceeded many paces, when the 
passage abruptly terminated at a narrow spiral 
stidrcase; her courage here failed her, she 
dei^cended indeed a single step, but that was 
all ; in spite of her curiosity, and the existing 
e?fcitation df her spirits, they no longer urged 
her on ; fear and hesitation kept her motionless, 
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and she stood loiit iil straiiige woiid^, neitbar 
daring to advance, nor altempting to tttim 
from a epot, which aeaned to ecMumatid ^iim 
deepest secrets. ' , 

It w'as at this moment, that a lbwgn>an 
reached her, close to where she stood ; die 
started violently round, scarcely able to repress 
ihe ready scream, whidi her terror forced horn 
her ; but there was no one to be seen, no living 
thing save herself seemied to be in that hidden 
solitude. A cold, clammy shudder came over 
her, she listened in awful dread — ^the groan 
was repeated— her ready ear soon directed iier 
to where it issued, but still there was no object 
to be discerned; and trembling with horror, 
she was nigh falling, when her worst tenor 
was opportunely dispelled, or at least changed 
into a less appalling one, by the well known 
accents of her husband'^s voice, as the com*- 
punctuous visitings of his conscience seemed 
to torture him to cry out, in the believed pri« 
.vacy of his closet :-^ 

" Will this bloody stain never pass away^ 
and not even the de^ grave shut up that feai^ 
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ful cry ? Oh! curse, curse on my coward soul 
to have conjured up this racking torment.'" 

And an even deeper groan marked the ex- 
tremity of his mental abasement. 

Isabella shuddered as she thought of the 
horrible crimes that must have produced that 
cry, and remembered the tie that united her to 
ilo terriUe a being ; she looked eageiiy in the 
direction whence his words had reached her, 
and soon discovered that the termination of the 
short passage, which led to the staircase on 
which she stood, was only thinly cased up with 
plaister, a portion of which had been removed, 
and thereby was laid open the wainscoting of 
the royal closet, wha:« John^s most secret and 
most murderous purposes were too generally 
devised. 

Isabella quickly put down her lamp and 
examined furth^ , for the brighter light, which 
burned within the closet, soon betrayed to her 
several crevices in the boards, through which 
she could readily distinguish what was there 
passing. Curiosity, had there been no int^ser 
feeling, would have led her to look through 
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them, but with what an eager anxiety did she 
gaze^— even extreinest curiosity were tame to 
the earnestness wherewith she strained her sight 
to gain every feature of that unknown— for- 
Udden— threaded chamber. 

John sat as one oppressed with anguish, dud 
distracted with fear. Again and again did he 
strike his clenched fist to his forehead, as if 
the violence of the blow were relief to the 
fever of his brain, — then he looked fearfully 
around him, as if he thought that some of the 
many victims of his cruelty would start up 
before him, or that accusing spirit which had 
that night so horribly affrighted him would 
again confront him, and that bloody sign again 
curdle his heart's blood with terror — and thetiid 
deep hollow groan burst from him — the grave 
might have breathed that groan, so deep and 
hollow was it— and he again wildly struck his 
burning brain, as if the torture of his thoughlSii 
were madness to him. 

The brute Jamy, sat opposite to him, his 
chin leaning upon the table, and appai^ently 
fast asleep; although his almost opefied e^eiif 
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a3 if in sleep still upon the watch, seemed to 
contradict the evidence which the guttural 
sports that accompanied his heavy breath^gs 
declared of such a condition. 

The ruffian's snorings seemed to annoy hi. 
royal patron. John suddenly pushed the table 
on which he rested with much violence against 
lum, and with an oath commanded him to desist. 
Nym instantly jumped up, his widely parted 
eyes rolled confusedly about for a moment or 
two, as if they would have started even fur- 
ther from his pointed temples, and then qidckly 
recollecting himself, he growled his indignation 
al the disturbance in no measured terms. 

.^^ Cease, you brute !^ demanded John, im- 
patient of the fellow^s insolence, ^^ or, by Hea- 
ven, I^U strike thee dead.^ 

, " What, would'st murder me ?^ bitterly 
returned the ruffian, the venom of his soul at 
the same moment tinging the smile that ac- 
companied his inquiry ; ^^ hast thou not already 
shed blood enough? Will not the death of 
^e good and lovely suffice, that thou should^st 
stain t)une hand with aught $6 vile as the black 
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life-Stream of a devil like me? Look» king^ 
still is the deep stain there — ^hast thou so soon 
forgotten that accusing shriek ?^ 

"Hush, Nym, hush — ^ agitatedly interrupted 
the king, at once softened into submission by 
the extremity of his fear — " Speak not of that ; 
for Ood*s sake, stir not up that horrible re- 
membrance — hush, Njrm— didst thou not hear 
a noise ?•— The very air to*night seems teeming 
widi horrors, and hell itself to send forth its 
fiends to tonnent me-there again-what is 
that ? —surely thou too must hear it.'' 

** Not I r faith," sullenly returned the rut 
iian, as if in no humour to listen to the king's 
needless fancies, " I hear nought but the moan- 
ing of the wind—'tis only thine own needless 
fears that disturb thee.'' 

** Ah ! Nym," rejoined his master, a deep 
sigh prefacing the remark ; " 'tis well for thee 
thou hast such nerves— would I could be as 
careless, Nym." 

" 'Tis all the Malvesic, oh ! king"— as Jamy 
spoke, he seized a goblet from off the table^ 
and quickly drained its contents— ^^ all this 
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god-like juice, your majesty— •makes a brave 
man as it were a Sampson in strength, and e^en 
rouses the trembling soul of a coward into 
valour ; take a draught, oh ! king, try the magic 
power.'' 

And as he spoke he filled the royal goblet, 
and placed it before his patron. 

" I will, Njrm, I will," returned the king, 
in a low, dejected tone, at the same time raising 
the cup to his quivering lips, << there is, indeed, 
strength in the goblet, and courage in the po- 
tent wine ; but mine are not every-day terrors,^ 
the palsying sights that I have this night be- 
held would have disordered the bravest soul,'* 
and as he spoke, he put the wine to his lips— 
but that same instant did his eyes distinguish 
a deep red light on the wall, to his shuddering 
sight as of blood, though simply caused by the 
re8ectk)n of the queen's lamp through the cre-^ 
vices of the oaken wainscot. He wildly dashed* 
the cup from him, and pointing to the spot, 
screamed out— 

<*^ See, see, Nym, again there's blood — there, 
there— the grave will not— cannot hide If— he? 
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buried his face in his hands and groaned — 
" every where does it meet me — all, all is blood 
and horror. '^ 

The queen trembled to extremest agony to 
witness so dreadful a condemnation, as that ,to 
which her husband^s crimes had given him, 
and she sickened to think that so hojrrible a 
wretch should be the companion of her most 
secret hours— that such a demon should lie in 
her bosom, and she be compelled to endure his 
caresses. But her reflections were briefly 
changed. 

The ruffian companion of her lord's mid- 
night hours felt not — ^his callous flinty soul 
could not feel his remorse, nor was it in his 
nature to be subject to his terrors ; he seemed 
promptly to decide that it was neither blood 
nor any superhuman cause that occasioned 
the appearance, at which the king'^s coward 
and trembling apprehension so miserably quail- 
ed, and hastily rising from his seat, he struck 
the pannel with his heavy sword. The scanty 
wainscot yielded to the blow, and a consi- 
derable fracture soon appeared. 
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A loud, exulting laugh followed this un- 
loQked-for result, and the ruffian at once 
prepared to repeat the blow, triumphantly de- 
manding from his astonished master, ^* What 
thinkest thou of that, oh ! king — ^blood indeed ! 
more likely treason methinks,^ and a second 
blow fell heavily on the shattered pannel. 

But the queen had already retreated from 
her doubtful hiding-place — she had at once 
guessed, from Jamy'^s manner, that the ruffian 
had discovered her concealment, and instantly 
snatching up the lamp, she hurried quickly 
along the passage, and effected her escape, 
as his second blow seemed to shiver the unre- 
sisting partition to pieces. 

Cautiously closing the door by which she 
had entered, she hastened to her apartment as 
rapidly as prudence permitted her, and having 
gained it unperceived, instantly commenced 
c^srobing herself; well judging, that if either 
the king or his attendant had chanced to gain 
a glimpse of her figure, he would immediately 
demand an explanation, which would, in its 
consequences, compel her to admit having been 
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a witness of his secret weakness. She knew 
that his jealous soul would disbelieve her 
warmest assertions of the accident, by which she 
had gained the knowledge of that hidden gid- 
lery, as also of the little use to which she htA 
applied it; she preferred, therefore, even, by 
dissimulation, to avert every suspicion of ber 
intrusion, rather than by an open declaration 
of the real fact to run the certain risk,, not oply 
of being discredited, but also of becoming sub- 
ject to dark and severe surmises, which, her si^d 
condition wanted not to render it cheerless aj^d 
desolate. She sought, therefore, by instantly 
preparing for rest, to distract any suspiciops 
that might already attach to her, or pi^ 
vent any applying, was she so far free trf^ 
<them. 

She had not judged incorrectly : scarcely }^^ 
rtie committed herself to her maidens^ hi|ii49» 
when a knock was heard at the door, and th^ 
king demanded admittance. Isabella quicVJijy 
assumed as much composure as her disordered 
spirits permitted, and in an apparently pla^^ 
iU>ne. requested him to enter. . 
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.It has already been observed with what 
faciUty the royal hypocrite eould mask over 
his feelings, and disguise his strongest emo- 
^ns r even, whilst the bitterest rancour boiled 
"Within his breast, the blandest courtesy would 
'tbantle on his features, and he could smile 
evei^ as he murdered. 

< Had not Isabella known some little of her 
^hUsband'8 subtlety ; had she not actually be- 
ftmeld his remorse, and, even yet, been shuddering 
iiHth the horror of its remembrance, she would 
iSmo^ have discredited the possibility, that the 
'ktiilihg careless being who now approached her 
'#li^ the same wretch, whose crimes and anguish 
iSsA, but a brief moment before, tortured al- 
Ifidii to a phrenzy of terror.. 

But, alas, she knew him too well— -too 
'ttiise^ably did she know him and his base de- 
' e^;^ and though the mocking smile wherewidi 
^ht greeted her struck like chilling ice to her 
'Tx^H'^for it seemed to her as- if a demon's 
^withering influence was upon her — still to* her 
'present misgivings of her self-comtnand, Ms 
assumed levity was strength* olid resdtttion; "* 

F 2 
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" We need our sweet mistress's pardon,^ ex* 
claimed the king, in a gay, lively tone, ill 
which not even the queen^s earnest scrutiny 
could detect the merest sign of any mental 
dsMnrder ; ** but \is the misfortune of our §ta^ 
tidn, that our dearest wishes are to be thwarted 
of their enjoyment, and those hours, wfaidbi 
we would devote to the joy that here mniles 
Upon us, be constrained to less grateful- oecu^ 
pations — may we however hope, fair lady, thit 
we are forgiven ?'' 

"^ My lord',^ returned the queen, foetihfy 
diecking her agitation, ^^ 'twere difficult to 
forgive where we esteem there has beeii tiA 
ofEsnce given ; our duty goes before our judj^ 
ment, my lord, and. prevents our even fasncyiag 
ourself ' slighted.'' ^ 

*^ Tis well, my gentle Isabel," rejoined tBi 
king, a certain caustic sharpness mocking Kft 
acdDmpanying smile, " if thy judgment prt^ 
vents ^ot thy desire, and our seldom leistliv 
be not as contenting as our more freqneilt 
sbdiety. Women, my lady, are but ^s a 
beauteotits landscape where all seems smiling^ 
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jdeasure, as if, indeed, its loveliness but smiled 
for us alone, and nought but joy were in its 
beholding ; "'tis, however, often but a deceptive 
pictwre, nor would it bear a nearer scrutiny : 
iiiete may, perhaps, be many a blank, cheerless, 
fixcbidding blot, which we do not see — perhaps 
would hardly have suspected— 4md ^tis indeed 
JU|| well that we see them not, that all should 
i|e. believed £air, and seeming be in place of a 
l)^tter reality.", 

<^ My lord !^^ haughtily interrupted Isabella, 
U^iignant at the imputation which the king*s 
(lynilitude seemed to imply. But John quick- 
ly checked this unwonted spirit of the meek 

m 

Isabella; 

. , *^ Stay, stay, gentle misU«ss, we merit not 
lihy wrath ; thy duty we believe as firm and 
true as this very earth's foundation— wrong us 
not, therefore, by such a thought as thy lip's 
indigiumt curl seems to declare — we were 
al(}sent, Isabel — let it pass — and as an idle 
tifind let it be no more remembered—" 
^ The king looked around—- 
/^ I would fain see the Lady Maud — your 
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grace^s maiden — ^but she is not here, methitalci^^ 
—he spoke in an even more careless tone. :^: 

" The gentle Maud, my lord," returned the 

queen, instantly detecting his purpose, and pro;^ 

pared to meet it, ^^ is unable to see your gxaiXi 

4 severe and oppressing illness has, aad sliH 

does confine her to her apartment/^ u 

^ ^^ Ha !^' exclaimed the king, for the iii6ment 

bff his guard, <^ then was it the Lady Ther^^ 

that I saw even now in the western gallery f^' '^ 

" No, my lord,** quickly returned Ther^st^ 

with the firmness of sincerity, " I haveiMt 

been absent from my lady^s apartment t(tr mitm 
hours." * K 

'^ As I can answer,'" added the queen, «tUhe 
'same time seeking to divert John'^s notice by 
adjusting a part of her dress; ^^wherefol^ 
afik« your grace P'' ^ .^ 

^* Mere curiosity, my sweet one'V— the wify 
John almost failed to conceal his disay^pln^ 
ment — *^ nothing more ; I but thought that die 
lady avoided us somewhat too determinedly, 
and we would fain know wherefore.^ John 
jpoked severely at Ther£se, as if he wTsdll 
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suspected her to be the object of his quest, 
the msdden^s unyielding confidence, however, 
seemed to remove his suspicion; he glanced 
quickly round, but still obtained not any better 
satisfaction — his chagrin seemed to overcome 
his power to conceal itj and shortly observing 
to the queen, 

^^ My sweet Isabel must yet excuse our ab- 
sence, urgent afiairs still detain me, and I 
would not encroach upon her rest," he 
abruptly quitted the apartment, leaving the 
t^een rejoiced at his departure, and delighted 
with the fortunate issue of her anxious ma- 
nagement. 

Isabella listened for some moments in mi- 
nutest attention: she readily distinguished 
John'^s stealthy steps as he passed along the 
gallery, and, after trying the princesses door, 
<i^etum Boftlj to that of Maud, whose feeble 
beply to his demand she also distinguished ; he 
then passed away, she well guessed, to ex- 
plore further the secret communication thus 
:ilrangely and unexpectedly made known to 
■ ^btm. 
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But Isabella waited not logger; glad no 
well to have escaped such narrow detection, 
and, desirous to avoid any fresh questioningB 
in her {^resent disordered spirits, she, retired 
instantly to bed, and, in the king's ^dpiitted 
absence, sought sle^ and the temporary ol^ 
vion of her griefs. 

Sleep, however, answered not her anxious 
wishes— shuddering remembrances, and strange^ 
horrible images, agitated her, dispelling the 
very chance Jot rest, and the night passed 
heavily along in feverish disquiet. If, how^ 
.ever, in the many various inquiries which then 
presented themselves to her mind, there was 
jme stronger than another, it was that of the 
mysterious means by whidb the secret door had 
been left op^i-^the scenes to which tliat 
passage might have led her ; and in spite of 
the certain risk of detection to which she 
might expose herself , she determined, whatev^ 
the consequences, still further to explore it. 

The next morning, however, every idea of 
such a purpose was at an end, the door was 
securely fastened, nor did she ever again find 
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it open ; and what was even more unsatisfac- 
tory, no allusion was in any way made to it, 
not even an inquiry— and that hidden gallery 
seemed to her almost as a dream — a thing 
which had never been but in the idle wander- 
ings of her mind. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



>^ ■ 



^' There is no art 
•' ' To find the mind*8 construction in the iWce/* 

; That same morrow, after his horrible fright 

, an4 anguish^ was the king nowhere visilde; 

> closely secluded with the rufHan Jamy in the 

. secret doset, it was generally supposed through- 

QUt-the palace, that some more than usual deso- 
: V lation was preparing ; and strange whispering 

and significant nods passed freely about* 

But by one member of the royal househc^d, 

the true cause of that privacy wias well guessed ; 

th€^ quieen readily knew, that to make good the 
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fracture which Jamy's sinewy blow had pro- 
duced in the wainscot, was the purpose they so 
warily attempted — perhaps still further to ex- 
plore the deep recesses which it had laid open 
to them — but she kept that knowledge to her- 
self, not even did she breathe a suspicion of 
her belief. 

It was considerably after noon, when an au- 
dience was demanded of the king by the Duke 
of Ramsay. 

De Laci was the page that morning in atten- 
dance, and the only person permitted to ap-> 
praach near the door of the royal closet ; and 
isven he was commanded on no account to in- 
trude upon the king^s privacy. At first the 
youth returned the king*8 general orders not' to 
be disturbed ; but upon the demand being 
peremptorily maintained, the page no longer 
refused to communicate it« though his tefmerity 
ihad nigh been severely punished — had it hot 
indeed been one so useful and so highly esteem- 
ed by his master, John'^s turbulent passion 
might at once liave destroyed him. 

But it was De Laci, and doubt could not 
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rest on so tried a servant. John therelcH'e cnrb^ 
ed his anger, and listened to his message. 

^^ Fitz-Alan here P'^ he exclaimed, a savage 
delight quickly taking place of his preTiond 
wrath : ^^ is it indeed so ? — ^ha ! a brighter d#f 
dawns upon us;^' he seemed lost in anxkms 
musings : then suddenly starting to himself, M 
dnnanded*^ 

** And who ^pcnaes with him, Laci ?'^ ' 

" My Lord, I know not,"*' humbly retui^ndd 
tfa« page, his present fears effectually repreiisfiig 
his wonted efirontery, <^ I stayed not to inquitie/^ 

^* The saucy minion,'"«*-the king seemed sonreet- 
ly conscious that he spoke aloud-^*^ by Heaven, 
but well curb his haughty pride, and teach %is 
lofty neck a more lowly submission ;^ and gnaah^ 
ing ius iseth, he clenched his hands togeth^^ 
as if hifi ragewould have exulted in his cpadk 
destruction. 

He tamed hastily round, and lockii^ hii 
roffiiaa assistant securely up, leaving Lad as 
acodtipued guard against intruders, he quickl|f 
passed along,. and with the hurried step of wildest 
^passion^ rushed to the audiencenchamber. 
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But the real state of John^s mind was no 
longer visible when he passed its portal ; in an 
instant, quick as his step pressed forwards, did 
every sign of wrath disappear, and gracious 
smiles and fairest courtesy give a winning 
favour to the preceding moment^s deformity of 
bis visage. Nor were his words less concilia 
ating ; pleased satisfaction and warm assurance 
seemed alone in his thoughts, as if he would 
haive charmed away every remembrance of any 
fqrm^ difference ; and it were, to look upon 
him, as a lie even to think of the rancour and 
vanom-hate, that almost choked his inward soul 
with its bitterness. 

If indeed there was one expression in John^s 
maimer that was sincere, it was the surprise 
wherewith he beheld Hubert de Bourgh as the 
oompanion of the Duke of Ramsay^s audiaice; 
«o great in fact was his astonishment at his un- 
looked^for appearance, and the assured fidelity 
which it seemed to indicate, that scarcely had 
he returned the duke's haughty salutation by 
an almost servile affability, than with the saiii^ 
breath he added-^ 
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^^ And thou too, my good Hubert ! this is^ 
indeed, a pleasure we had scarcely dared to 
promise ourself .^ 

^* Your grace,*^ returned De Bourgh, as if 
with the indignation of offended innocence^ 
^ does me injustice in your thoughts, and deali^ 
hardly with one, whose duty and your high-* 
ness'*s commands have alone kept from youi* 
jMresence.^ 

^^ De Bourgh !^ exclaimed the king^ and hfo 
adcnowledgment was in part a sincere one, '< we 
have done thee wrong— -circumstances, and Imsy, 
envious tongues biassed our better judgment-^ 
let us not add to our regret the doubt that tfaoU 
.forgivest us.*" 

." Your majesty is well aware that Hubert de 
Bourgh is no maker of professions ; his charae^ 
ter is already sufficiently known to your grace 
to need any superfluous breath of his to declare 
to you, that his truth is in no degree less siiii- 
cere, than the gracious assurance wherewith 
your majesty'^s condescension admits the error/* 
^ :" Then^ my good Hubert, we are quits, and 
let my mistrust be ever between us, as though 
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it had never beeii,^^-'-and John, who^ though so 
great aa adept at dissimulation himself, mise- 
rably failed to detect the insincerity of others, 
believed that his few words of empty profes- 
sioii had turned back the wavering chamber- 
Iain to his duty : he turned to the expecting 
Ramsay, who, in proud disdain seemed to await 
bis further notice, and whilst his averted eye 
betrayed the falsehood of his assertion, ad- 
dressed him in fairest accents ; ^* And may we, 
indeed, hope, that Fitz-Alan's heart is with us, 
even as our heart is with his, and that the 
sti:ength of his mighty aid, so esteemed by us$ 
goes along with our armies to this approaching 
struggle ? My lord duke, never even in thought 
have we wronged thee, so as to know a doubt 
of thy fidelity to our person-— nor has our love 
for. thee been less true than our confidence.'" 

^ Pointz Fitz-Alan, then,"^ returned the un- 
bending duke, ^^is unwittingly beholden to 
your grace ; he knew not, nor even guessed that 
such an abundance of the royal favour were 
bis — my lord king, I humbly tender my grate- 
f 111 acknowledgments.^ 
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John fait his lipB-*^he sarcasm which plajed 
in Ramsay^s smile, and betrayed his estimate 
and contempt of the royal professions, so goaded 
hifl hasty ire, as to force him to exclaim, as the 
duke almost mocked him by the disdainful bow 
thait accompanied his words. 

^^ Not too low, my lord duke ; we would fain 
i^Mure Fitz-Alan'*s stiffened neck^ nor pain him 
with any needless deference**" 

Ramsay almost smiled at the king^s petu^ 
lance, as he retorted, 

^' Your grace's kindness has, indeed^ no 
limit— «o entirely beyond Fitz*Alan^s desert,-*^ 
Wrong, my lord, and bitter disappcnntmsiit 
have, in truth, somewhat palsied my once ready 
obeisance, and your highness is more than Uact 
to excuse my infirmity." 

^^ Would it were but an infirmity, my lord 
duke," sharply returned John : " bodily dis^ 
eases oft^i become ready excuses for the negltet 
of an unwilling service." 

<^ And if, my liege," again retorted RatQsay, 
.^^my services are imwilling— «*your higbnetfi* 

; ■ t ■ 'v ' 
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will excuse my so promptly applying your 
grace*8 w<M:ds — where rests the fiiult ?'' 

'^ Most assuredly not on ourself, Fitz-Alan — 
oar cousin^s warm adherence never has been 
oure.'' 

" My liege,*" interrupted the duke, obeying 
a secret sign that De Bourgh made him, ^^ let 
us not waste our temper in needless and irri* 
tating sarcasms. I come rather to smooth ex- 
istkig differences tlian to create any fresh ooes. 
Your grace has sent for me— obediently do I 
attend your commands, and with every desire 
te^ meet the royal wishes, humbly wait to know 
them.'' 

\ The duke's altered tone and manner seemed to 
perplex and confuse the king ; he hesitated for a 
moment in what way to understand the change, 
and then somewhat hastily, and without his 
wonted wariness, replied, 
: '^ My lord duke, we would have your effec-*^ 
tual aid on our behalf." 

^^ And truly is it your's, my li^e ?" relied 
the duke, in a calm unruffled tcxie, ^^ make but 
my aid effectual by the restoration of my rights. 
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My lord, without the lands so basely witbhdid 
from me, my means go not with my wishes.^ 

" Thy lands^ good cousin/^ quickly rejoined 
the king, ^^ shall be restored — is not our royals 
word already thine, even thrice assured P'' 

^^ But, my liege, might not this royal wiU at 
once make that word something more thao^ 
breath ?'* .: » . > 

*^ Fitz-Alan, thou must be patient — it would 
ill indeed become our royal authority, to sulTe^ 
our will to run counter to the laws of our land-T?> 
be content — all shall be made right ; we cannot 
rashly snatch Lord Howard's lands and do 
violence even to his believed rights.**' 

^' Rights, my liege? what possible right cittp 
Howard have but a prince's favour ?'' 

'^ Be not rash, my lord duke, what xigbjt. 
had Fitz-Alan to the lands but his prin<^^^ 
favour?" 

" What right, my lord king ? the best of all 
rights, that of the sword — even as my Lord of 
Surrey, would I answer him that dared toques? 
don it, and cleave the caitiff to the earth !^ 
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** My lord duke !" quickly exclaimed De 
Bourgh, as if to check his wrath. 

" Ramsay, Ramsay," interrupted the king, 
struggling with his own emotion, ^^thy pas- 
sion blinds thee— -yield not so wholly to its 
violence. Again we pledge ourselves to see thee 
righted, and our word must be thy present 
content.'*' 

*^ Surely the noble Ramsay," suggested De 
Bourgh, desirous that the duke should not 
attempt too much, ^^ may trust bis sovereign's 
word — at least for so brief a space." 

" Well hast thou said, my good Hubert,'* 
rejoined John, not slightly pleased with fais 
iqGiparent zeal ; ^' let but Fitz-Alan wait upon 
our good oiBces, and he shall not have cause to 
'Oomplain; we seek, indeed, too anxiously to 
bind him to us to thwart his wishes." 

" Be content, my lord," intreated De Bourgh^ 
as if anxious to secure the king's purposes, 
^^ well mayest thou trust our royal master's 
assurance." 

*^But, my liege,'^ inquired the duke, as if 
still hesitating to yield, ^* should my feeble 
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«d be at your grace'^s command, wlien will the 
promised justice be done to me ?^' 

^ As we have already promised thee, Fitz^ 
Alan,^* — John chuckled within himself as he 
thought how his subtlety had dieated even tiie 
proud and wary Ramsay — ^^ by the ipeediest 
haste of our laws i^all it be thine. Wherefbr^ 
should our cousin hesitate ? Does he think tiuit 
the feeble Britanny would do him a swifter 
justice, and his bo^jdsh weakness better «urb the 
haughty arrogance that mocks our stronger 
sway?*^ 

'*My liege,*' interrupted the duke, ^^ifeal 
taunt might have been spared ; the king knows 
that, even as his mouth speaks those words, hit 
heart feels them to be unmerited.'" 

** We do, Fitz-Alan," returned the royal hy- 
pocrite, hia most gracious smile seeking to ocm^ 
dliate the ready offence of his former words, 
^ we but said it to try our cousin's zeal; 
we believe him indeed to be somewhat di»> 
torted in his vision of our love for him, throi^^k 
the fallacious idea which he indulges, that his 
deotands should be pre'^emineiit above all other 
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daims ; but still we doubt not — it were impos- 
sible to doubt his loyalty C^ and even as his 
words sought to assure the duke of his favour, 
he could not repress the caustic accent which 
bis jealous suspicion gave to those words, and 
so widently betrayed their emptiness. 

JDe Bourgh saw that the Duke was at the 
moment unprepared to meet this glaring hypo* 
crky^ and quickly observed, with the view of 
diverting John^s attention, 

*^ My liege, bis grace of Bamsvy no longer 
looks with any other vision than that of duty ; 
I know his mind, and, but that his pride with- 
held bim, he had long ere this deferred to your 
highness^ wishes."*^ 

** If, my good Hubert," blandly replied the 
king, '<our cousin knew thy honest zeal, or 
thou couldest teach him the smallest sense at 
tliy tried devotion, we were well content^ 

" And your grace," rejoined the duke, with, 
much appavent fervency, << ehall be well con* 
tent — Fitz-Alan scorns professions as empty 
braatih — deeds, not words, are his delight, and 
tte i&tnie dbali wdl deolaie his full devotion t!» 
his prince.^ 
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** We thank our cousin,^ returned the king^ 
as if determiDed not to be behind-hand in the 
warmth of his profession; ^^it is indeed de- 
lightful when duty and our hearts go so 
cheerily together. We shall, my lord, eiteem 
this day as one of the happy ones of our Ijife, 
that thus gives us the assured fealty of one. jo 
dear to us as his grace of Ramsay.^ 

«My Uege overpowers me with his. cour- 
tesy,'^ the duke bowed to conceal the obtrusive 
smile that struggled on his features; ^' Fils- 
Alan, however, will not longer trespass oa your 
highness'' leisure ; many and important arrangcr 
ments to which the provision for the a{q>ioach> 
ing contest will compel me, may keep me for 
some days from your grace^s presence, but 
after that, it shall be my first care to prov<^ 
lirbere my duty is due.^ 

** My lord, our best thoughts go along wUkt- 
you,^ — the king smiled his most gracious assure 
ance — the duke withdrew — and the farce of that 
«9Dpty show was at an end. 

*^ The wily traitor l"" exclaimed the kingly 
jbypoorit^, ere the duke had y^t sqarcely quitlf^ 
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the presence ; " almost do I doubt thy words 
and believe thee false — thy duty due indeed ! 
—By the holy Paul, I like not that." 
' " My liege,'' ventured De Bourgh, to whom 
the king by his looks seemed to refer for a 
reply, " can but tiy Fitz-Alan's truth, and 
riiould he prove false, your vengeance is at once 
upon him. May not your grace be too mis- 
trustful of your true servants? — ^it is indeed 
ungracious to a subject's fidelity, and almost 
pines his loyalty into useless indifierence." 
i *^ Perhaps it may be so," observed John, 
muringiy. 

'^ Indeed, my liege," continued De Bourgh, 
^^ I feel that it is so : even your long-tried cham- 
berlain escapes not your grace's doubt and dis- 
pleasure, for the simple reason, that your very 
commands compel his absence somewhat longer 
than your impatience deems essential ; nor does 
your highness scruple to give heed to false and 
Ijdng tongues to your servant's prejudice." 

^< My good Hubert, we have already said 
it— we have wronged thee in our thoughts" — • 
De Bourgh could scarcely, even in his certain 
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knowledge of John^s universal deceit, discredit 
the assurance of his present manner-^^ let it be 
forgotten, it shall not again be repeated — ^nay, 
we will go farther, even for thy sake will we 
trust this haughty duke, and at least give him 
an opportunity to be true. Believe me, De 
Bourgh, thou art ever near to our heart-^toa 
near for any suspicion again to reach thee; and 
at least make grateful the assurance to our- 
self, by the pleasing witness of contented 
looks.'' 

Be Bourgh bowed lowly as the king smiled 
good-humouredly on him, and quitt^ed the 
chamber. 

And the audience was over-^an audience 
teeming with deceit and overflowing with sub. 
tlety ; though if any one was deceived, and 
that lying fraud was less visible to one than 
another, despite his exultation at his own be^ 
Ueved management, it was to the usurper him" 
self — ^the dupe of his own falsehood. 

De Bourgh stayed not longer in the palace, 
anxious purposes seemed in his mind: — ^and 
John, he returned ^eedily to his former privacy, 
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-—some secret counsels seemed to constrain his 
attention. The queen was in her apartment, and 
absent — as if brooding over some bitter disap- 
pointment. Poor Maud still lay forlorn and deso- 
late — the events of the preceding night had pre- 
cluded Isabella from making known to the king 
the maiden^s case. All seemed out of order, 
even the laughter-loving Therfise was grave; 
and the poor senseless Eleanor disturbed by 
some strange and unusual disorder, £tnd the 
sudden starts and many deep-drawn sighs that 
marked her behaviour, seemed to indicate some 
serious ailment. 



VOL. II. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



" Another day, another day, 
And yet another wears away." 

Bridal of Triermain. 



The third day had arrived, and its evening 
was now fastly closing, when various muffied 
figures were seen stealing stealthily along the 
^ore private avenues that led to Wolvesley 
Castle, the princely residence of Henry de 
Blois, the turbulent Bishop of Winchester : .a 
fortress, though once almost demolished, still 
far exceeding the royal palace in strength aad 
grandeur, and which that refractory prdiite, 
at once to shew his daring, and to secure hina- 
self against the well-merited vengeance of his 
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sovereign, had built, not only in the royal city 
itself, but in actual rivalry of the king's palace ; 
where confident in his safety, he scrupled not 
to use his ghostly ofiice in the furthering of the 
most ambitious projects. 

They passed quickly along, each ever and 
anon pausing to scrutinize that no spy hung 
upon his steps — a danger materially lessened 
by the charms of the busy fair, which was then 
at its height — until turning rapidly round the 
last angle in their path, they were lost in the 
denser darkness of the castle alleys. 

But within the castle^s walls there was a 
brighter prospect — ^there, concealment no longer 
seemed necessary. A noble and a valiant host 
liad met together, and, whatever their mis*- 
givings, one single doubt of the truth that 
tx)und them all together never intruded into the 
mind of any. There were indeed other doubts 
•^A^other misgivings — scruples too— even fears, 
diat wofully repressed the confidence their 
numbers should have given, and checked the 
cheering promise of success, which even to the 

©2 



124 A&THUB OF BBITANNY. 

fearful and wavering, that proud assembly 
should have assured. 

Each, indeed, looked inquiriagly at his 
neighbour, as if to learn how far his ardour 
was already burning, and that he would light 
his own colder caution at his wanner zeal ; and 
if perchance some more generous spirit should 
speak his soul'^s devotion to the cause, the ready 
shrug, and the eyes askance, which followed 
the avowal, bespoke the wary liesttation that 
ruled the bulk of the assembly. It seemed, 
indeed, that they came rather to learn upon 
what hopes they might give themselves t& the 
struggle, than as men whose hearts w^e already 
given. But when, as the meeting still increas- 
ed, and the more devoted and powerful oon- 
federates joined them, and the proud Eforls of 
Clare and Northumberland, and the no less 
noble Barons Eustace de Vescey, i^eoffiry de 
Lusignan, and Hugh Neville, appeared-^mien 
i'^K)wned in arms and unyielding in thcdr 
known purpose of curbing the tyrant's power; 
when the implacable and Hidignont Fitz-Ainiulf 
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stepped forth with the hurried haste of deepest 
resentment ; and above all, when the wary and 
powerful Ramsay shewed himself, with the open 
candour of one who had unhesitatingly devoted 
himself and his best strength to the struggle, 
a better and a happier spirit seemed to have 
btrth ; and though wary caution still suggested 
many prudent inquiries, they were submitted 
rather with a desire to the removal of any doubts, 
than to throw fresh obstacles in the way of 
success ; as if in spite of the hesitation which 
they evidenced, a free and hearty zeal but 
waited to follow the satisfying of their restrain* 
ing scruples. 

Their ghostly host, the Bishop of Winches- 
ter, was the first to address the meeting : his 
mild, silvery tones soon commanded universal 
silence, as each specious word that he uttered 
sunk deeply into the hearts of his hearers. 

<* My Lords and gallant Knights, — Our hum- 
ble walls are indeed honoured by this proud and 
noble presence — so overwhelmed am I by the 
many lofty eyes that gaze upon me, that my 
abashed tongue falters to declare the few 
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■ * 

words which this proud occasion demands from 
me, and to bid you welcome — ^^ 

A murmur of applause filled up the pause 
which here occurred in his address. 

^^ I am but one — a small humble one, among 
the many anxious hearts around me, that wait 
to learn the object of this our meeting. I liavie 
granted my castle, indeed, for that I wish well 
to the cause of justice-— even as He whose 
minister I am, is, and loves to be just — as 
that its poor provisions were deemed con- 
venient to our purpose. So far, therefore, 1 
may be thought already committed, but onM 
account further than that thought am J fet 
pledged ; and even, as the highest and the le^t 
among you, do I wait to hear the argumei^ts 
now about to be adduced, and even as you, 
free to decide, as my judgment, and that pi^- 
dent and necessary regard for our individujdl 

i- > 

welfare may rule me. With this short expla- 
nation, I leave the course of your deliberatiotis 
to better hands." 

There was a pause of several minutes afteV 
the bishop had ceased speaking, ere any biie 
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followed up his prefatory address ; all eyes 
seemed turned to the Duke of Ramsay, as if 
the very unexpectedness of his appearance at- 
tached no slight importance to his opinion. 
But the duke seemed little inclined to answer 
the implied expectation, he looked calmly for- 
ward, nor even betrayed a consciousness that 
their eager gaze had reached him. 

De Bourgh, who had that moment entered 
the hall, instantly perceived the hesitation, 
and apprehensive lest what really arose from 
^ mere backwardness to be the first to speak, 
might be construed either into a poverty of the 
argument to be brought forward, or disincli- 
nation to be committed in the struggle, he 
quickly broke the ominous pause. 

" Would, my lords, it had fallen to better 
haiids, and a more eloquent tongue to declare 
to you, wherefore thus, in numbers that de- 
light my soul to behold, and in strength, 
which insures our fullest hopes, we are assem- 
bled together ; but since there is perhaps no 
one amongst you, who has laboured longer^ or 
more anxiously for the achievement of that 
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dear purpose, which even now, in the irre- 
sistible prowess I see around me^- seems se- 
cured to us, as that I wish to be the first to 
declare my firm allegiance and entire devotion 
to our lawful king, Arthur of Britanny, as my 
detenninaticMi by every possible means to hurl 
the base usiurper from his ill-gotten throne 
and place our true sovereign in his stead, I 
overlook my insignificance, and at once stand 
before you.'' 

Hubert paused, it might be to arrange his 
words, or that he hoped for an expression of 
some recijNTocal feeling from those who heard 
him ; none however came, some few indeed 
seemed moved by his words, others too^ 
though scanty in numbers, imcovered them* 
selves, as the name of their lawful prince was 
pronounced ; but the bulk of the . assembly 
stood still and motionless, nor had the moody 
calm which pervaded them, much in it of any 
better promise. De Bourgh continued — 

" My Lords, we are here met to declare our 
attachment to the prince, to devise our first 
steps in the struggle, and to receive the royal 
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Philip's assurance of his staunch co-operation. 
'^ My Lords, we would have no declaration 
but what comes warm and free firom the heart, 
nor would we wish one single individual to 
commit himself, unless his whole soul goes 
with the avowal ; before, therefore, the French 
ambassador is admitted amongst us, I would 
submit this draught of the intended insurrec- 
tion, in which it has been attempted to assign 
to each a post of honour and exertion ; and I 
would, on behalf of those who have called 
this noble assembly, be glad to hear and to 
answer such objections (if any there should be) 
which may apply to that or any other feature 
in our plans, that, satisfaction beginning with 
us, our course may know no after hesitation.** 

De Bourgh handed the scroll forwards, 
marking, with an anxious eye, the varied coun- 
tenances of the successive ones who examined 
it ; and little of satisfaction did he find in the 
cold, unmoved looks, with which they appeared 
so cautiously to cont^t themsdves. 

Still fio one seemed inclined to address the 

G 3 
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meeting, either in approbation or ocmdemnation 
of the plan; it seemed to his jealous zeal, in- 
deed, as if there was not sufficient interest 
excited, even that they should seek the re- 
moval of any felt objection. 

De Bourgh^s ardent soul felt indignant at 
the over caution that seemed so miserably to 
repress their more generous emotions, and scarce- 
ly able to conceal his annoyance, he somewhat 
bitterly observed to the Bishop of Winchester, 
who stood near to him — 

^* Perhaps, as our ghostly father has alone 
' found his tongue, he would state, where' lie 
would wish a change, or where desire infor- 
mation?" 

*^ As for me, my valiant De Bourgh," re- 
turned the pious prelate, meekly raising his 
eyes, " it would ill become one of my sacred 
character to mix in the debates of blood and 
violence, to which this struggle necessarily 
leads you. My poor care, indeed, is but for 
the welfare of that neglected, despised church, 
now almost as sheep without a shepherd, or 
whom the greedy goats seek to drive from out 
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the vineyard : and if, indeed, I would ask 
one merest insight into your plans, 'twere but 
to know, how long these hirelings shall op- 
press and thwart the Lord's anointed, and their 
proud arrogance trample under foot the lowly, 
humble ones, who now scarcely cry out against 
their oppressors ?'' As he spoke, the Bishop 
submissively lowered his head, seeming to act 
the lost condition of the church, under its pre- 
sent unworthy guides. 

"Ah ! my Lord,'' promptly replied the politic 
De Lusignan, one of the firmest of the confede- 
rates, ^^ when the poor church has such a 
shepherd as my Lord of Winchester, to pre- 
side and direct it, and his warm zeal to his 
prince, its deliverer, is returned with its highest 
honours, what a bright and a happy sun would 
then chase away this midnight darkness ! what 
a glorious morning would then dawn on our 
land !'' 

" De Lusignan,'' returned the contented 
prelate, "thou shamest me with thy unme- 
rited words — ^though in good truth the meridian 
splendour which should then shine upon us, 
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would indeed revive our barren land to holiest 
fruits ; what thinks the princely Northumber- 
land of such a happy consummation?^^ 

"Oh! my good lord,'* replied the earl, 
" where De Blois is, all must be right." The 
prelate returned his accompanying smile, as if 
well understanding his meaning. " I believe 
indeed that I speak the general opinion of those 
around me, when I wish well to the cause and 
heartily desire its fullest attainment; and^tis 
perhaps but an individual thought, when I 
state my opinion, that a better scheme might 
have been devised for securing our wishes, than 
this draught suggests/^ 

" My Lord,'' interrupted De Bourgh, " that 
plan is prepared merely to give some general 
idea of the insurrection, and waits, as it much 
requires, the correcting hand of wisdom and 
experience ; the cause were indeed indebted, if 
my Lord of Northumberland would undertake 
its correction, and his well-tutored skill, assisted 
by such others as he may appoint, decide 
upon a more happy course for our adoption.'' 

" Do, good Northumberland," entreated the 
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Duke of Ramsay, " it could not be in better 
hands, nor would any further objection on that 
head then again perplex us— for my own part, 
however, I see no difficulty in that point, I 
rather anticipate disappointment from another 
source, where our zealous De Bourgh appears 
so entirely content. King Philip is well known 
to us all as an intriguing, crafty prince, and 
although the tie that binds him to our interest 
is as strong as so fair and noble a daughter can 
make it, I yet doubt his sincerity ; and ere I, 
for one, can devote myself to the struggle, I 
should wish to know his messenger's commu* 
nication, and what assurance it has in it. With 
permission, therefore, and the concurrence of 
those around me, I would propose, that the 
French ambassador be at once admitted.^ 

" Stay, my Lord of Ramsay,^ quickly ex- 
claimed De Bourgh, wishful to anticipate such 
a decision, ^^ let us, at least, first know that 
we ourselves are determined, ere we admit a 
stranger, to witness any dissension among us, 
or even the cool caution, that seems to rule our 
proceedings. I would rather ask, have any of 
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the valiant sjHrits around me any sectet mis- 
givings, or any yet unanswered doubts, that 
repress their readier warmth, and keep back 
even the look of satisfaction ? Speak, I beseech 
you, my friends — Fitz-Amulf, art thou, too, 
sUent ?'' 

" De Bourgh," returned the earl, in a voice 
of no sUght emotion, ^^ Fitz-AmulTs mind is 
abready determined, he hesitates not for any 
satisfaction — ^he wavers not— doubts not: for 
the^ veriest chance of curbing this fell tyrant^s 
power» or thwarting his meanest wishes, would 
he devote his soul and body to any cause. Let, 
therefore, those who are less determined, or 
have less cause for theii* violence, make the 
demand where satisfaction is required; I ask 
none — ^require none — render but my aid efiec- 
tual by the means which my necessities lack, 
and 1 am yours — all, too, that I have is 
yours." 

" Ay, that is the rub," exclaimed , the 
veteran De Vescey ; " 'tis folly talking of 
doing this and doing that, when our poverty 
won't let us do any thing." 
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" Very true, Eustace," rejoined Robert de 
Ros, who stood by him ; ^^ I, too, had long 
since declared myself, but that I felt the same 
restriction ; His a hard necessity, no doubt, but 
'tis a plaguy one to surmount.'' 

"And a necessity, too," exclaimed two or 
three voices at once, " that applies pretty gene- 
rally :" and almost all eyes seemed turned to 
De Bourgh for the expected information on this 
important feature in their deliberations. 

He promptly replied, 

" Some of you, my friends, are already ad- 
vised that we are even now provided to our 
utmost need with the necessary means for prose- 
outing even a protracted struggle — to the rest 
I now declare that fact, agreeable as I feel it 
must be, to all well-wishers to our cause — ^for 
one and all, will there be ample provision for all 
needful purposes." 

" Ha ! that sounds well," exclaimed old De 
Vescey, who had expended all his own resources 
in the wars of the Holy Land, and whose hope 
to better himself in the approaching struggle 
had alone stirred up his ancient courage to join 
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the confederacy. ^^ Fm all King Arthur^s man 
for one,'* 

^^And I9 and I,'^ re-echoed some score of 
similarly appointed associates ; ^^ give us but 
the means and we'll well improve them." 

" 'Tis well," returned De Bourgb, only half 
satisfied with the doubtful zeal, which had 
thus suddenly taken plaqe of their former silent 
apathy-*-" 'tis better if all other objections be as 
happily answered." 

" Methinks, De Bourgh,'' suggested the wily 
Bamsay, "that all objections are even now 
answered, and thy apt satisfaction on this head 
contents the very desire for any further expla* 
nation— what say our friends— c(Hitent ? is any 
not content ?" 

" Npt I," replied l^rd Moubray, who, 
despite his late assurance, had evidently waited 
for a full satisfaction on this point, " if but De 
Bourgh's means are as secure as he believes. 

them." 

" Hugh Neville," abruptly interrupted De 
Bourgh, " thou knowest that thy adherence is 
only ask^ on this condition." 
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" Then, long live King Arthur," returned 
the baron, striving to make up for his delay 
by the wannth of his declaration. " I believe, 
indeed, I speak the general feeling, that it is 
not the pelf itself, but our actual need, that 
renders a supply essential even to the thought 
of our joining the insurrection — and for one, 
with such an aid, willingly do I give myself 
to a struggle which all good men must approve, 
and which the God of justice will surely bring 
to a happy issue.'' 

^* Amen,'' responded the ghostly De Blois — 
'' the church's prayers shall not be wanting 
for so happy a consummation, and I, her un- 
worthy son, will joyfully be one in her most 
frequent wisons." 

" And now," exclaimed the Duke of Ramsay, 
" if there be any other objection, let it be at 
once stated." No one spoke — the duke looked 
slowly round. " All satisfied ? then let us 
e'en hear King Philip's message, that Fitz- 
Alan may not be alone in the withholding of 
his content." 

De Bourgh hesitated not longer, but at once 
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quitted the hall ; and instantly, when no longer 
restrained by the presence of this acknowledged 
director of the meeting, as well as staunch 
friend of the prince, did the loosened tongues 
of the whole assembly, as if to atone for their 
previous silence, burst out as distant thunder, 
in ' innumerable dissertations on the merits of 
the cause, and of its proposed prosecution. 

Not many moments however had elapsed, 
when the voices suddenly ceased, and a breathe- 
less silence as instantly ensued. All eyes seem- 
ed turned to the door by which De Bourgh had 
retired ; he was again there — but it was not on 
him that they gazed in that silent wonder^-^ 
Fair as brightest paradise to look upon — beati^ 
teous as our fondest dreams of loveli nco s ■ ■ 
matchless in form — and radiant with the sotd^s 
high intelligence, as if native majesty had set 
his seal, and royalty were her existence^-*4i 
young and lovely creature stood at the veteran^ 
side, and in her shrinking bashfulness d.udg to 
him for support. 

As gentlest modesty did she blush, as if wo- 
man's timidity held her back, and for the mo- 
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ment repressed the high purpose of her soul ; 
it seemed indeed, as if her slight and fragile 
form, and the feminine delicacy that smiled on 
her features and marked her carriage in that 
downcast hesitation, belied the intent which her 
presence among armed and violent men seemed 
to indicate. 

So young too — softest peace and sweet retire- 
ment were more meet for her early spring than 
angry violence and the greedy gaze of men. 

She lifted up her eyes — it was but for one 
brief moment that she raised them, when the 
many eager looks that met her glance, shrunk 
her even more deeply beneath the veil of those 
downcast eyes, and she drew more closely 
around her the royal robes, which her princely 
form so much adorned ; but that one look, brief 
as it was, declared the lofty unbending spirit 
which inhabited her, and in those sparkling eyes, 
th^e was the assurance that no common trial 
could daunt the fixed purpose of her soul. 

That same universal silence still continued; she 
motioned De Bourghto advance— grateful plea- 
sure and complete content seemed in the veCe* 
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ran^s looks, as gazing first on his beauteous 
charge, and then on the admiring eyes, who, 
like him delighted in her loveliness, he con- 
ducted her slowly down the steps that led into 
the hall. He paused ere he reached their termi- 
nation, and looking proudly round — ^how happy 
to his faithful soul was that contenting moment ! 
— ^be fervently exclaimed, 

^^ Brothers in arms and loftiest daring. King 
Philip sends his fairest messenger — the noble 
Britanny pledges you with his dearest treasure '^ 
-—he gallantly uncovered himself, " your gra- 
cious queen, the lovely Marie, awdts your 
willing homage.'' 

There was but one moment's pause as of un- 
mixed astonishment, and then — ^the effect wa3 
electrical— the whole united voices of the dense 
assembly burst forth in loud and long continued 
rapture--^ 

" God save our lovely queen — God save King 
Arthur l^ was the tumultuous cry that deafened 
the air, and gave assurance of as true a devo- 
tion, as even the jealous soul of De Bourgh 
could have asked. 
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A joyful tear of ecstacy stood in the veteran''s 
eye, a grateful throb of, oh ! how sweet delight, 
glowed in his heart, and that one moment seem- 
ed well to have repaid him for many years of 
anguish, and ages of harassing regret. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



'^ Thesis, these are deeds Britannia must approve, 
Must nurse their growth with all a parent's love : 
These are the deeds that public virtue owns, 
And, just to public virtue. Glory crowns.'* 

G. BUTSOK. 



That tumultuous excitement still seemed 
little satisfied, when the warm-hearted De Lu- 
signan, stepping hastily forward within the small 
circle, which had opened itself immediatdy 
before the spot where the princess stood, and 
holding even more erect his tall, commanding 
figure, waved his bonnet above his head and 
<^ed for silence. 

Slowly did that tide of transport subside 
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even at his so earnest bidding, it seemed in- 
deed too joyful a tribute to yield to any lesser 
influence ; nor had it yet passed away, when 
dropping on his knee before the princess, he 
exclaimed — 

*^ Most gracious lady, let Geoffry de Lusig- 
nan be the first to declare his souVs devotion— let 
his mouth first speak the ready fealty, which 
waits in every loyal breast around him to offer 
itself to so fair a mistress, and with him cries 
out, Heaven preserve to us our gracious queen !"" 

He took the hand, which De Bourgh's con- 
sideration, rather than the princess' bewildered 
disorder tendered, and respectfully kissed it, as 
the ill-suppressed tide of acknowledgment again 
rushed forth and drowned all other sounds in 
its excess. 

The princess seemed to struggle with con- 
flicting emotions — ^to rouse herself to return so 
fervent greetings; she essayed to speak — the 
attempt was as if a magic wand had bound up 
their boisterous zeal in some irresistible spell — 
it was an instant and a breathless silence that 
awaited her words. 
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" My lords and kindest friends,'" — she spoke 
in a trembling voice, yet in a voice so sweet, so 
musically sweet, that its silvery tones were even 
more delighting than her beauty — " your loyal 
warmth beggars our poor thanks, and takes 
from us the very power to speak our gratitude. 
Oh, judge me not unkindly, that the very ex- 
cess of my emotion keeps me dumb ! Could 
you but read this heart, which is even now 
bursting with gratitude, you would admit that 
in no respect are we ungrateful.'' 

The princess seemed again overpowered by 
her feelings, which the well-meant encourage- 
ment of the ready cheers that ^isued upon her 
hesitation rather added to than diminished ; but 
she soon' again looked up, and again did that 
same instant silence await her further words. 

*^ If indeed,'* she continued, " in the varied 
feelings which this proud occasion calls foi^, 
there be one more animating than another, it is, 
that the illustrious Britanny is so worthy of 
your love— oh, how worthy ! of your best, faor 
fondest devotion ; if th^e be a feeling prouder 
than another, it is, that the blessed tie which 
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unites me to him, makes that worth and your 
esteem of it, the glory of my existence. Oh ! 
my lords, young am I in speech as in years, 
and the proprieties of my high station are still 
so little understood, that I am lost in perplexity 
and fear, lest you might deem me as wanting 
in feeling as in words. Miserably indeed do I 
lack the winning tongue of my peerless lord ; not 
even in his loved praises can I speak, as I feel, 
the thousand graces of his perfect character. 
And yet I would say, that the brightest gem 
which adorns him is his love for you, his faith- 
ful friends and subjects — the richest jewel that 
will deck his crown, his hearty desire to pro- 
mote your welfare.*" 

*^ Most sweet and gracious lady,'' exclaimed 
the ancient De Vescey, even whose wintry age 
seemed warmed by the fair spring of so much 
loveliness, " content are we, even thrice content 
of our youthful sovereign's worth : nay, were 
it not so, and he even base as he is noble, still 
for thee, fair queen, would we devote ourselves 
to his cause, and shed our dearest blood in his 
behalf." 

VOL. II. H 
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*^ Kind father, accept our thanks and grati- 
tude,^ — the princess courteously tendered him 
her hand — " it were indeed insulting to your 
reason as ungrateful to your loyalty, to com-, 
pare his towering excellence with the mean, 
debased tyrant, who has so long usurped his. 
rights ; but oh ! when to the dark, gloomy 
midnight of cruelty and oppression, of false- 
hood and perfidy, that now hangs so thick upon 
the land, shall succeed the meridian splendour, 
which shall soon burst gloriously upon us, and 
united hearts and happy duty throng to praise 
the justice and generosity, the truth and up- 
rightness of the princely Arthur, then shall 
your grateful souls indeed admit his excel- 
lence, and this your ready zeal be transmitted 
to your children as the proudest feature in your 
existence.'* 

"It were indeed churlish,'' observed the 
Duke of Ramsay, taking advantage of the 
moment's pause, " to deny your highness the 
grateful expression of our beloved Arthur's 
virtues ; we want not, however, your grace's 
praises, on the which to form either our esti- 
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mate of his worth, or our devotion to his inte- 
rest ; his fame is already well known, and well 
does it assure our best attachment to his person 
— believe me, our hearts and souls are given to 
restore to him his rights ; nor let it vex our 
royal mistress, that aught so ungracious as the 
mention of the difiBculties that confront us should 
be heard, where transport has so much delighted. 
But still, with every hearty desire for the 
attunment of so dear an object, necessity curbs 
our warmest zeal, and prudence compels us to 
seek the removal of every doubt. My lady^ 
without King Philip, your royal father's true 
and efficient aid, our best exertions are fruit- 
less — I would therefore humbly ask, what 
assurance your highness brings of his firm co- 
operation ?'' 

" Every assurance, my lord — every pledge 
that even douht can ask,^ — the princess spoke 
with animation ; she stood more erect and com- 
manding, as feeling herself the surety of her 
father^s truth, she added, ^^ therefore am I 
come among you — therefore, tearing myself 

H 2 
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from the dearer and more fitting duties of my 
sex, have I exposed myself to difficulties and 
dangers, that I might better answer every 
doubt, and assure you, beyond distrust, of his 
sincerity. The whole energies of King Phi- 
lip's throne are devoted to the struggle, — even 
now are his armies levied ; and supported by 
the arms of Britanny, and the strength of the 
revolted barons whom the tyrant''s treachery 
has driven from him, he o£Pers an invincible 
host, and but waits the result of this very 
meeting ere he renews the struggle. Our good 
De Bourgh will better explain to you the plan 
of the campaign than my inexperience can do, 
— all my father asks, is that your own pro- 
ceedings keep pace with his, and the same 
zeal direct your councils: then, indeed, soon 
will this cruel tyrant be crushed, and a noble 
prince reign over you, and peace and content 
again smile on this ill-starred land."" 

" A consummation, your grace,'' returned 
the duke, with much fervency, " devoutly to 
be wished, and which your royal father's aid 
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almost now assures to us. With respect, how- 
ever, to the course of operations, although it 
were prudent to enter into their consideration 
with cooler heads and calmer feelings, than our 
present excitement from so fair and unlooked- 
for an influence, now permits; still it were 
desirable, without in any manner going into 
its scrutiny, to give us an insight into the broad 
plan of the campaign, and thereby prepare us 
for its future deliberation. If, therefore, our 
brave and zealous president — for as such we all 
esteem the faithful man on whom your high- 
ness leans — ^has no good motive for withholding 
it, we would have such a brief notice, as I 
have presumed to suggest.'' 

" With pleasure, most noble Ramsay,^ De 
Bourgh promptly replied, " do I answer your 
wish, and the general expectation around me. 
The main object of King Philip's movements 
will be to obtain possession of the strong for- 
tresses on the Norman borders, well known to 
you as the key to the whole province. No 
sooner, in the commencement of the struggle, 
had Tillieres and Boutavant fallen into his pos- 
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session, than several other strong fortresses sub- 
mitted almost without resistance; and these 
barriers removed, an easy way seems opened to 
rapid success. While, therefore, his whole 
strength is concentrated for this purpose, it is 
proposed, that making choice of the exact mo- 
ment when the sluggish tyrant is passing over 
into Normandy, our general rising distract his 
defence, and still further add to his known 
terrors. The usurper has already delayed his 
departure beyond all calculation*— unless, in- 
deed, it is his wonted needy poverty that keeps 
him back ; but it is now believed that a few 
days will witness his departure, when burying 
himself as formerly in the secure defence of 
Rouen, the Nc»rman residence of his court, his 
coward indolence will leave to the restless 
queen-mother and the brave Pembroke the 
resistance of the French arms. And the ul- 
terior purpose of the campaign will be to sur- 
prise the slothful tyrant in his believed security, 
and if possible, by the possession of his person, 
at once to terminate the struggle. Our part, 
ther^ore, of the glorious enterprise will be to 
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render effectual our rising by united energy and 
unflinching devotion/^ 

*^ Which is willingly pledged, ** interrupted 
Ramsay, impatient to declare himself, ^^ and 
which part, too, shall be well fulfilled. — Fitz- 
Alan no longer hesitates his full content, but 
stands boldly forth to conquer, or perish in the 
attempt —let ' death or victory' not only be our 
watch-word, but also direct us in the contest. 
Then, if we succeed — and how can such a spirit 
fail in such a cause? — our country'*s richest 
thanks await us, and proudest glory shall be 
our reward — and if we die, her tears shall 
hallow our tombs, and our names be transmit- 
ted in her annals as among the most illustrious 
of her sons.^ 

" Brave Fitz-Alan," rejoined De Bourgh, 
as soon as the exuberant exclamation that fol- 
lowed the duke's harangue had subsided, 
" well dost thou redeem thy hesitation — ^may 
every other scruple in the minds of each that 
hears me, be as well contented ; for full satis- 
faction and unmixed zeal must attend each 
worker in the cause, or far better were it with- 
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out his aid ; if, therefore, there be one in this 
assembly who cannot so go forth in the glorious 
enterprise — if there be one who even doubts 
its success— let him at once quit our ranks, 
and be no longer numbered amongst us.^ The 
veteran paused in his address, he looked anxi- 
ously round, each moment standing more 
proudly erect, as his survey of that determined 
band went on, and no dissenting word, or even 
look met his anxious scrutiny, — " Is there not 
one among you,^ he continued, " not one 
looker-back, not one misgiving soul ? Oh, no^ 
Hwere impossible that a thought so base could 
have existence amongst the bravest knights in 
Christendom. Then, indeed, is our cause 
warm with hope, and fervent with expectation, 
and success and fruition must attend us."" 

" And shall well repay our exertions,*" ex- 
claimed Lord Moubray, as if wishing by the 
ardency of his manner to dispel the very 
remembrance of his previous mistrust. " Had, 
indeed, all looked back, Hugh Neville had 
stood even alone in his devotion. But let not 
our purposes sleep, let not our hearty zeal be 
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wasted in inaction, and even, as a vital prin- 
ciple of our nature, prey upon itself, for that 
it has no food for its active work ; lead us forth 
at once, and what can resist us ?^' 

" Stay, stay, my good Neville,"" interrupted 
De Bourgh, smiling at the baron^s exuberant 
warmth, " discretion, as well as energy, must 
go with us, and the proper time be chosen for 
our exertions, or our more wary foe may teach 
us that opportunities once forestalled, as well 
as neglected, may never return. We shall not, 
however, in any respect be idle ; at this time 
and place we meet again to-morrow, to deli- 
berate on, and to complete our plans, when 
we shall hope to find each noble spirit that has 
graced this night^s exulting meeting.**^ 

" And bound us,'' promptly added the prin- 
cess, at the same time retiring a few paces 
towards the entrance door, ^^ in an everlasting 
debt of gratitude,"— she bowed gracefully 
around her ; ^^ kind, generous friends, for the 
present — farewell." 

*^ Yet, my lords, once more," called out the 
gallant De Vescey, checking the evident pur« 

H 3 
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pose of the royal Marie to withdraw, ^^ once 
more, gallant knights aotd devoted souls, to 
England'^s and to Beauty^s Mistress let our 
delighted homage be paid — ^hail to the peerless 
Marie, our hearths and our country's Queen ! — 
all hail I'' 

Long and loud as was the applause which 
burst forth at the veteran'^s bidding, perhaps 
none, not even of the youngest, warmest hearts 
around him, was more enthusiastic in exulting' 
shouts than the old man himself, who, again 
and again, as the wearied cry died away, gave 
it a fresh existence ; nor ceased his ready sti- 
mulus, until his youthful queen, after repeated 
and anxious acknowledgments; of that universal 
transport — an acknowledgment which seemed 
again to overpower her self-command— had 
gracefully re-ascended the steps, and pausing at 
thdr summit again to assure them by a 
princely gesture of the full feelings that op- 
{»r^sed her, passed slowly from their sight. 

Not even then did it entirely subside— diffe- 
rent, perhaps, in its nature, freer in its feeling, 
and less reserved in its expression, still it was 
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all praise, all admiration, all transport of their 
fair sovereign's beauty, and delight at her grace- 
ful carriage, and her so unlooked-for appear- 
ance amongst them. 

But even those warm feelings at length sub- 
sided ; one by one did those pleased admirers quit 
that stately hall ; now, even the most devoted of 
those generous souls, who had given themselves 
to right and justice, slowly withdrew from that 
scene of so proud congratulation, as their lin- 
gering step again and again paused to repeat 
the expression of their content, and speak the 
happy hopes that animated them. 

Now light after light of the brilliant lamps 
that had illumined that princely council was 
extinguished — and then, in place of illustrious 
warriors and peerless beauty, of devoted zeal,, 
and delighted transport, of light and majesty, 
and loyal shouts and noblest valour, there was 
nought but the dark, gloomy stillness of mid- 
night, and uninterrupted silence. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



<' Or else what follows ? 
Bloody constramt ; fbr if you hide it 
Even in youi heart, there will we rake for it.*' 

King Henry V> 



The next day was the sennight day, when, 
according to his own appointment, the miser^s 
aids were to be forthcoming ; and the evening 
had not yet set in, when the boy Albert, al- 
ready returned from his embassy, sought his 
habitation. 

Not only was Roger Mallet^s house situated 
in an obscure part of the city, but it was ob- 
scure even in its obscurity, being detached 
from all other buildings, and its approach as 



ARTHUR OF BRITANNY. 157 

if its meanness should stay the very wish to 
intrude upon its privacy. 

When Albert reached the old man'^s dwell- 
ing, he was at once proceeding to knock for 
admittance, when his intention was suddenly 
suspended by a low, moaning sound, occa- 
sionally interrupted by suppressed laughter, 
that seemed to issue from the grated window to 
the right of the door. 

He listened with all the intenseness of anxious 
apprehension, to gain some more certain sound 
from which to learn the cause of his alarm ; 
nothing, however, but the same indistinct moan- 
ing reached him, and, sensitively alive to the 
perils that encompassed him, he still hesitated 
in painful suspense, vibrating between the 
shrinking dread of some impending danger, and 
the stimulating desire to learn the cause of that 
fearful cry. He looked inquiringly towards 
the window, if it were possible to climb so 
high, and obtain satisfaction by looking 
through its grating ; but independently of the 
difficulty of its approach, there seemed so cer- 
tain a risk of detection, did danger, indeed, 



158 AETHUB OF BEITANNY. 

lurk within, that he almost instantly relin- 
quished the idea. He then examined the door, 
slowly raising the latch with noiseless caution ; 
to his astonishment and increased apprehension 
— ^for strange, indeed, was such a circumstance 
at the jealous miser^s house — the door was un- 
fastened and at once swung open. Albert 
started back, alarmed at his own temerity, and 
almost trembling for the probable consequences 
of his intrusion ; but all seemed quiet, and the 
stillness around him to be undisturbed, save by 
that same moaning sound now more plainly 
heard, and low hoarse voices, that ever and 
anon seemed to break forth in bitter taunts. 

Had Albert^s mind been less fearfully ex- 
cited, or the purpose of his visit of a less 
extreme interest (the task of learning the ful- 
filment of the miser s pledge, devolving upon 
him through De BourgVs imperative atten- 
dance on the adjourned meeting of ^the confe- 
derates), the certain peril which these sounds 
seemed to indicate^ would at once have induced 
him to seek his own safety by an instant re^ 
treat: as it was, however, he paused only to 
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ascertain that he was so far free from observi^ 
tion, and to decide upon the best course for his 
further progress. 

At this instant a scream^ foUoiyed by a louder 
laugh, reached him, and at once obeying the 
horrible impulse of the moment, he rushed some 
paces forwards. He had nearly betrayed his 
intrusion, some object lay on the ground, oyer 
which, unnoticed in his hurry, he had nigh 
fallen. He turned quickly round to examine 
it; a first glance sufficed — it was the stiff, 
strangled corpse of old Deborah, the miser^s 
housekeeper. Albert^s soul sickened within 
him — too dreadfully did it declare the mur* 
d^x)us destruction that had been at work — 
too miserably did it explain the fearful cries 
that each moment issued louder and louder 
from her poor master's apartment, and, as the 
death-cry to the sick-bed of trembling supersti- 
tion, sign^ to him the desolation of his dearest 
wi^es. 

To be near the dead is almost ever repulsive 
to the living— > to be alone, in still and silent 
gloom with the ghastly remains of what was 
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life, that now, as it were, mock our existence, 
seeming horribly to exult in our tremblings, 
and to cry out to our shuddering souls, ** even 
to this shaJt thou come— the bravest — ^fairest — 
best"— oh ! it is indeed worse than horror- 
more appalling than fear. But when distorted 
agony glares upon us, and imtutored eyes 
behold the miserable victim of inhuman mur- 
der, and he reads the infallible evidence of the 
tortured throes — the despairing struggles — the 
horrible convulsions, which must have preceded 
the accomplishment of that deed of death, the 
soul of that beholder undergoes, perhaps, the 
whole torture of his suiferings. 

Strong indeed, therefore, must have been the 
dreadful interest, which could excite the young 
and unlessoned Albert to resist his shuddering 
weakness, and pass from the revolting spectacle 
before him— -it might almost seem with indif- 
ference — to seek an explanation of the wailing 
cry, which so wretchedly declared that the 
sickening spectacle before him was not the only 
work of the horrible cruelty that was in ope- 
ration. 
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A cold sweat chilled his fran^, a low despair- 
ing groan burst from him, as his quick ears 
soon detected the dreaded tones of the monster 
Jamy, as gibing the evident torture of the poor 
miser, he turned his moanings into jest — for 
too well did he understand how ruthless a ven- 
geance had fallen on the poor man — ^too misera- 
bly did he foresee the fell disappointment that 
awaited the fondest, dearest wishes of his heart, 
did any accident, or the poor suiferer'^s desire 
to purchase his deliverance from that pitiless 
cruelty, betray the secret store of his wealth, 
now, no doubt, collected agreeably to his decla- 
ration for the use of the confederates. 

The stimulus was far too great for any 
restraint, his excited feelings swelled within 
4um, and seemed to convulse him with tumul- 
tuous emotions ; the suspense was too dreadful ; 
he looked despairingly round, more however 
from the disorder of his feelings than from any 
certain purpose, when, in the dark gloom of the 
miser^s kitchen, in which he then was, rendered 
more dense by the now gathering dusk, the 
bright light of the fire^ from the inner apart- 
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ment, shone through a small window in the 
wall, and instantly attracted his eager notice : 
the next moment he had availed himself of so 
fortunate a contingency. His first glance 
dreadfully increased his previous agitation. 

Before a large blazing fire, whose fervent 
heat was constantly kept up with scrupulous 
attention, and forcibly held by the ruffians 
Jamy and Nierenuit, so near to the burning 
embers that his garments were already con- 
sumed to tinder, poor Mallet lay vainly 
struggling to escape, his heart-rending moans 
evincing the agony he was enduring. 

At each efibrt that the poor wretch made to 
extricate himself, or, even by the mere change 
of position, to relieve some portion of that 
horrible agony, the ferocious miscreants held 
him with a firmer grasp, and forced him even 
nearer to the burning torture, answering his 
groans with insulting jeers, and mocking his 
distortions with fiendish grins. 

Albert's very soul seemed to writhe for the 
poor sufferer's agony, human nature called out 
within him to spare the old creature from so 
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monstrous a torment— if even by death, to free 
him from a torture, at which even callous 
insensibility would have quailed. 

But his reflections were suddenly changed, 
the sound of footsteps passed quickly over his 
head; he looked fearfuUy round-— his failing 
qpirits felt that a like destruction as that misera- 
ble one— the only, the hOTrible companion of 
bis concealment, might await also himself. But 
the noise passed on, and he now plainly dis* 
tinguished the steps desc^iding the secret 
staircase; he looked eagerly in the direction, 
where it opa:)ed into the apartment ; the next 
moment the ruffian John joined his worthy 
associates, a bitter taunting smile making the 
rankling disappointment that irritated him 
more terribly dreadful to the wretched victim 
of his cruelty. The miser's quivering eye 
turned convulsively towards him— though not 
for mercy — scarcely, even in the agony of that 
look, did he seem to ask for pity, as if too well 
he knew that no mercy had existence in that 
ruthless breast— despair and desolation were 
rather in the glariag look, that marked each 
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moYemeat of his tormentor, and waited to learn 
the fresh torture to which he doomed him. 

** Well, my good friend,^ jeeringly exclaimed 
the royal ruffian, approaching as near to the 
poor wretch as the intense heat of the fire per- 
mitted, " how dost thou like thy quarters now 
— warm enough, 1 hope. Master Roger, and 
that the bad fever is fastly oozing out of thee ? 
otherwise thy kind nurses can soon increase the 
degree of our antidote. How beats thy pulse 
towards us now, good Roger ? — ^'tis thy loving 
friend. Master Santer, that asks.^ 

The poor miser's indignant passion seemed 
for the moment even to overpower the sense of 
his torture. ** Monster — ^murderer — devil !" 
he almost screamed out, in the excess of his 
mental and bodily anguish — ** Would I could 
curse thee with a viler epithet f 

** Ha ! ha !'' — the ruffian pretended to laugh 
at his rage — " Nym, good soul, by my hali- 
dome, the fever returns — a. little nearer, Nym — 
more fuel. Mil— our affection will not suflTer 
any abatement of yoiu* kind care.'^ 

The miser shrieked for agony as the ready 



ABTHUB OF BBITANNY. 165 

monsters roughly obeyed their master's com- 
mands ; but still he softened not from his obsti- 
nate resolution, still the love of his darling 
wealth, and the deep resentment which he had 
vowed, seemed stronger even than life— -so strong, 
as to render that torture more bearable than the 
relinquishing even of a portion of his wealth, 
or a degree of his vengeance. 

Heshriekedbut once — and then, asif ashamed 
of his weakness, and desirous to atone for that 
sign of failing resolution, suppressed even the 
moaning cries, which before had been the only 
evidence of his suffering. 

His unyielding pertinacity seemed to exhaust 
the tyrant's patience, he paced once or twice 
hastily across the apartment, and then again 
pausing opposite to the now fainting victim, 
as if afraid that death might release him from 
his power, he quickly commanded in the same 
scoffing tone— 

" A little respite, Nym, thy application is, 
methinks, somewhat too pungent ; mayhap too, 
our friend Roger may now be somewhat better 
inclined to satisfy us— at least let us hear him.*" 
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It was some moments after his prompt re- 
moval from the fire, ere Mallet recovered from 
that stupor of so acute anguish ; his eye seem- 
ed still to wander vaguely about, and his flesh 
to quiver with its torture, as his tormentor pro- 
ceeded to demand from him in a severer tone, 

" Art thou yet obstinate, Master Mallet ? — 
wilt thou still persist in withholding thy aid 
from our necessities ?'' — The miser replied not, 
scarcely seemed to listen to him ; his wily ques- 
tioner quickly changed his voice to a softer 
accent, and in a more earnest manner, and as 
if pity really directed his words, entreatingly 
added — 

" Old man, yet would we spare thy grey 
hairs — despite thy obstinacy and evident pur- 
pose to thwart us, still would we have thy wil- 
ling help, and Master Santer be yet thy friend. 
Now, hear me once more — that thou hast money, 
even now hoards of gold about thee, is well 
known to us'** — Poor Albert ! how miserable 
to him was this wretched confirmation of his 
worst fears — ^this certain admission of the real 
object of the tyrant's inhuman cruelty I ^^ Ad- 
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vance them to us for our present need, and we 
forget all — even shalt-thou retain the Lady 
Eveline's heirship, and farther security will we 
also make over to thee — refuse us, and not only 
shall worse tortures than this attend thee, but 
e^en shall they be increased, until they force 
from thee thy secret, or thou fallest under their 
excess. Be advised therefore, Roger, in time, 
and so save thyself as well as thy adored 
wealth — ^thy money we will have, even if each 
stone of thy dwelling is razed to the ground, 
and it is well for thee, if with thy gold thou 
losest not also thy life. What sayest thou 
therefore, old man ? wilt thou still spurn our 
offers ?'' 

The miser still replied not ; w^hether it was 
that his resolution was yet unsubdued, or that 
too well he knew the false hypocrisy which 
spake to him, he remained in the same un- 
moved suUenness, nor evinced by the merest 
look that he had even heard the tyrant's 
words. 

Johrfs hasty petulance brooked not either 
this withheld consent, nor the apathy where- 
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with his offers were met ; his former smooth* 
tongued persuasion was now angriest passion, 
and, stamping furiously on the ground, h6 
cried out to the two fiends who waited on his 
will— 

" Nay, then, by God's teeth, be his fate 
on his own head— take him, devils, and eVn 
give him a foretaste of hell-fire torments." 

The wretches instantly pounced upon their 
prey. Albert saw the quivering eye that spolc6 
the miser^s horror, and, no longer able to en- 
dure to witness so terrible a torture, he shrunk 
baliek from the window through which he 
looked, heart-sick with anguish, and fainting 
with terror. 

" Spare me — spare me !" the same moment 
burst wildly from the affrighted victim — ^in- 
stantly had Albert'^s eager scrutiny returned 
to the quitted window — the poor miser was 
still struggling with his inhuman persecutors—- 
fearful cries again and again burst from him, 
as they dragged him nearer and nearer to the 
grate — his terror seemed to choke him — a con- 
vulsive throe kept him speechless, and they 
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had even now forced him aknost upon the fire, 
when, yielding to his agony, he forcibly 
screamed out — " Spare me — spare me— I sub- 
mit^ — and a loud gurgling groan followed, as 
if it had been a maniac^s laugh— <ir his very 
soul had then burst from him. 

The ruffians, who held him, looked calmly 
round for further directions for their proce- 
dure ; as little mercy, or haste to deliver the 
victim from his sufiering, was there in their 
inhuman master^s manner, as in almost a joking 
voice he observed — 

" Gramercy, good Master Roger, what ! 
dost thou yield at last ? and does our whole- 
some discipline break down thy stubborn obsti- 
nacy ? Well, well, better now than not at all — 
but stay your hands, my worthies, until my 
friend and I fully understand each other. 
Thou knowest, Roger, the day of grace is past ; 
thou hast refused our friendly ofier, and we 
might justly now refuse thy submission — ^but 
see our comj/assionate mercy, we still extend to 
thee our favour, and accept thy aids, if they 

VOL. II. I 
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be but freely offered— iWe iK^ould have no com^ 
petted duty."" 

« Fwinercy^s sake,^ exdaimed the writhing 
victun, groaning piteously as he spoke, << spare 
me but from this, and I am altogether as yon 
would have me.*" 

^^ Loose him, Nym,^ returned the tj^rant 
with careless indifference, and in a tonei oi 
keenest irony — ^^ so willing service should nojt 
be withheld £rom its performance— 'twere pi,ty^ 
indeed, to baulk so earnest zeal." 

Though only that instant released from t]b^ 
remorseless fangs, whose greedy cruelty would 
have rather delighted in his destruction thap 
his deliv^ance, the taunting gibe of hia arch 
persecutor seemed to cut the trembling sufi- 
ferer to the very quick ; he turned violexitly 

round on the floor, where the ruffians had cast 

■ ■ ■ ■ 1 

him, his whole soul seeming to riot vdthin h^9 
for indignant rage. 

But the unfeeling tyrant only laughed at hjU 
passion, promptly causing its repression by the 
undisguised threat^- 

60 to, go to. Master Roger, no more of thy 



(( 



A&THUB OF BRITANNY. fjl 

humours, nor any further hesitation, or we 
retract our leniency ; and once again forfeited,*"^ 
he nodded significantly, *^ by my troth, thou 
mayest look to Heaven for what mercy thou 
shalt find, for not a jot shalt thou have from 
me— «to the hoard, old man, to the hoard." 

He approached the hesitating miser — hesi- 
tating, perhaps, as much from exhaustion and 
pain as from reluctance, and, applying the 
pcnnt of his sword to the poor wretch'^s scorched 
extremities with a force that drew blood at 
each puncture, he soon compelled him to rise. 
The' old man advanced a few paces towards the 
secret panel — the youthful watcher gave up 
all as* lost — ^what else, indeed, could he have 
looked for? could human nature any longer 
resist so excruciating torments ?— but that same 
moment the miser paused — ^'twas, however, but 
for that moment — ^he again advanced — actually 
stooped to undo the secret spring — again drew 
back. It seemed as if, even yet, he could not 
yield; as if, even yet, he hesitated to give up 
so deep a resentment — so dear a treasure. 

<^ Ha !^ exclaimed die impatient tyrant, at 

i2 
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the same moment advancing rapidly to where 
the miser stood, " 'tis there, after all ? beshrew. 
me, if I thought not sd^— come, speed thee, 
man, thy tardy movements weary us," and, as 
he spoke, he rudely pushed the old . man for- 
wards. 

Mallet resisted not the impetus, he slowly 
knelt down by the panel, and appeared to be 
seeking for the hidden spring ; his persecutor 
seemed excited with expectation, and to exult 
for the certain success of his cruelty ; he threw 
down his sword, and, leaning over the tardy 
miser, impatiently watched his proceedings, t|ie 
two ruffians standing carelessly at the further 
extremity of the apartment. 
, This seemed thje moment for which the poor 
)freteh had^ so long waited; bracing his r^- 
paainipg strength, to which, feeble a^ were itp 
b^t efforts^ despair gave effect, he darted sud- 
denly on the unsuspecting tyrant, and^ fasten- 
ing his withered hands on his neck, held hi^ 
with so firm a gripe, t1;iat John's first efforts 
failed to release him, and in a few brief moments 
he wj^ jbeyqpd the power to resist. 
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The tyrant's struggles grew weaker and 
weaker, his convulsive throes almost ceased, 
and a death-raitle gurgled in his throat, when 
his trusty protectors, who had so far looked 
calmly on, pausing in the unsatisfying doubt 
whether their master'^s death would be a gain 
br a loss to them, and now decided in their 
opinion, as well by the risk of even yet gainiiig 
possession of the fancied treasure, ais its ques- 
tionable existence, rushed swiftly forwards to 
his assistance, and attempted to unloose the old 
maii'^s grasp. But it resisted their strongest 
eBbrts, it seemed fixed by so firm a despair, 
that not even their brutal strength could re- 
move it. 

There was no time for hesitation, the tyrant 
was even now insensible, and in another moment 
he might be beyond tbeir help— already was 
tlie greedy sword of Jamy thrice through the 
miser's heart, and the old man^s palsied hands, 
^ier a last death-struggle, as if his life qtiitted 
him sooner than his revenge, fell nerveless from 
their grasp, and released the royal ruffian from 
his so imminent peril. 
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But Albert saw so more— overcome with 
horror he sunk back insensible, ere that savage 
blow had been yet repeated, or the poor victim's 
lifers blood had flowed upon the ground. 

How long his swoon continued he knew itot, 
but it seemed long and deep, ere a loud atod 
repeated knocking aroused him. He looked 
wildly round — his first glance explained to him 
his horrible situation, and he eagerly sought, 
by the means of his former positicm, to gain an 
explanation of the knocking, whidi evidently 
came from the inner apartment; he looked 
fearfully through the window, for too well did 
he guess the sickening spectade that awaited 
him. 

The miser's dead body lay on the floor 
weltering in Uood, near it sat the trembling 
tyrant, still but imperfectly recovered from his 
recent danger, and directing the strenuous 
exertions of his colleagues to break open the 
secret panel, which still resisted their scru- 
tiny. Albert almost yielded to the apathy 
of despair, he remained some time still and 
motionless, scarcely, indeed, being aware that 
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he gazed on the destruction of his fondest 
wishes. 

Some new hope seemed suddenly to rouse 
him from his stupor to active exertion ; he 
started from his gaze, and hurrying from that 
shuddering horror, passed quickly away. 
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CHAPTER X. 



'< By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as ever was laid ; our 
Mends true and constant : a good plot, good friends, and full 
of expectation ; an excellent plot— very good friends.*' 

King Henry IV. 



The adjourned meeting of the confederates 
was even more numerously attended than the 
previous one ; several fresh associates had 
joined their party — whether from the removal 
of their worst objections by De Bourgh'^s 
ready supply, or from the proclaimed grace 
and beauty of their youthful queen, did not 
appear; a better spirit, too, seemed to have 
existence. There was no longer that reserved 
caution and chilling hesitation, that had so 
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miserably checked their previous zeal, but 
generous devotion and warm enthusiasm seemed 
to animate the least fervent of their numbers. 

De Bourgh''s zealous soul was transported 
beyond measure at so happy a feeling ; instead 
of anxious arguments to excite their ardour, 
and spur them into useful energy, his more 
grateful task was now to repress the exuberance 
of their zeal, and rein in their too active tran- 
sport within the bounds of prudence. 
^ ** That our cause is good,'' he exclaimed, 
checking Lord Moubray's earnest demand for 
instant measures, "every just and generous soul 
must at once admit — that it has every promise 
of success, such good friends as I now behold, 
^«nd the ardent zeal which shines around me, 
indisputably declare. Where, then, can we 
fail, when strength, and hcHiour, and justice, 
and the bravest valour support us, and beauty — 
the sweetest, loveliest, smiles upon and ap- 
proves our exertions ? Oh ! nowhere, my 
friends, is there even a doubt : let us but hus- 
band our strength, and wary caution direct 6ur 
movements, and happiest fortunes must aitteiKl 

I 3 
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US. My Lord of Northumbetland'^s plan, 
which he has so ably explained to you^ will 
be the basis of our operations ; and, secure in 
the firm support of our royal ally, our fullest 
wishes must be well attained,^ 

^< I am well content, my good De Bourgh,^ 
returned the baron, << so that too long a delay 
do not deaden our present energy — zeal, we all 
know, is no staticmary emotion ; if it be not 
kept alive and excited by constant fuel, it soon 
Exhausts itself, and even, like an unreplenished 
fire, briefly bums away.'^ 

" True, Neville,'' rejoined De Bourgh, " but 
our zeal is in no fear of wasting, if, indeed, not 
from our own fault : instant and active exer- 
tions, can alone prepare for the struggle, and 
the needful provision for the future will well 
employ the present.'* 

*^ And the sooner,'' added the Duke d£ Ram- 
say, ^^ that we give ourselves to such prepara- 
tions^ the more effectual are likely to be our 
consequent operaticms." 

^' Then let us not longer tarry," exclaimed 
the impatuous Salisbury, advancing hastily 



AETHUE OF BEITAllNY. 179 

forwards ; ^* to me, at least, active exertion is 
as soothing comfort — inactivity almost torture. 
Thou knowest my need, De Bour^— Fitz- 
Amulf has already declared his poverty, and 
scruples not again to admits that, without effi<f 
dent aid, his best wishes are without use ; if, 
therefore, thy supply be as ready as Fitz- 
AmulTs zeal, I for (me require . no further 
words, and well shall my deeds prove my 
earnest truth.^ 

<< Thanks, thanks, good Salisbury,^ returned 
De Bourgh ; '< may each illustrious soul around 
me bum with thy ardent zeal. Nor shalt thou 
long lack the needful means oi prosecuting thy 
noble purpose ; to-morrow shall the supply be 
dispensed to all our friends, that the cause 
sleep not, note our energies be cramped by 
any wanting there."" 

" TO'4norroWj^ interrupted the Lord of Mou- 
bray, in a tone of evidait disappointment, ^' I 
understood, De Bourgfa, that even now, at this 
our meeting, should the means be ready ; Hwere 
hard if our Smd hopes, so happily excited, 
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should, after all, be crushed by any disappoint- 
ment from that source.^ 

^^ I thought the money was already in hand,^ 
exclaimed Robert de Ros, his lengthy features 
dropping some few degrees lower. " Was it 
not so stated, my Lord Salisbury ?^ 

" Such was my belief, De Ros,** returned 
the earl, in a hesitating voice. ^^ Surely, De 
Bourgh, we were so given to understand ?^^ 

" Never, my lord,^' haughtily returned De 
Bourgh, at once annoyed at the imputation 
on his sincerity, and resenting the sordid feel- 
ing that still seemed, despite their noisy zeal, 
to rule the adherence of so many ; ^^ never, even 
by silent admission, have I sanctioned such a 
belief— not, however, that the 'mcMiey is less 
secure to us, for, were it necessary, in a brief 
space, indeed, could I produce it: had I 
thought, after the clamorous avowals which so 
lately filled these walls, that the imcertain 
devotion of so many existed on no better basis 
than sordid interest, I had not failed, even now, 
to have brought with me the exciting god of 
their wordy loyalty/' 
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" De Bourgh^ De Bourgh,^* anxiously en- 
treated the less vehement De Lusignan, " thy 
warmth is over quick — let not any hasty 
reproach, even if merited, disturb our har- 
mony.'' 

"Thou art certainly in error, my good De 
Bourgh,'' added the Duke of Ramsay ; " for 
myself I want not thy aids, nor would any 
portion of the supply come even indirectly to 
my use, but, most assuredly, I believed that 
already was the money in thine hands; and 
even were there less foundation for the belief, 
'tis hard to condemn so many of our friends for 
an anxiety, which their necessities, and not any 
selfish hope of advantage, make so urgent." 

" I was hasty, Fitz-Alan," promptly ad- 
mitted the warm-hearted veteran, whose quick 
anger was only surpassed by his prompt ad- 
mission of it, when it led him into any error, 
" petulant — foolish — ^forgive me, Neville — De 
Ros, forgive me — let not an unadvised word 
give rise to any unkind thoughts in your 
hearts." 

" I care not," sullenly replied De. Ros, 
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'< though *tis not exactly the way to further 
thecause.^ 

" It were better, De Bourgh,'' added Ae 
baron, m scarcely more contented mocffiT, ^^ hadst 
thou pre-considered thy words ere thou per- 
mittedst them utterance-— 'tis easier to avoid 
the cut, than heal the wound when once in- 
aicted.^ 

<< Gome, come, Neville,^ returned De Bourg^, 
" dispel the anger from thy brow, we knilw 
thee true and devoted to us, and cannot su£Per 
any declension in thy thoughts; come, thy 
hand, Moubray — and thine, De Ros.*^ \ 

" I like thy zeal well enough, De Bourgb^^ 
observed the baron, as he accepted his pled|;e 
of reconciliation, ^^ but it were more useful if 
somewhat tempered by discretion — sterling gold 
no doubt is good, but it is far more serviceable, 
when worked by skilful hands.^ 

^^ And suited to occasions. Master Neville,'^ 
added De Ros. ^^ I thought our co-operation 
was only asked aa the condition of our wants 
being satisfied?^ 

<^ As well they shall be satisfied^^ — De 
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Bourgh seemed to feel the taunt, though he 
avoided shewing it— -^< but let it pass, my good 
fiJend»->-let it pass.^ 

^^ Ay^let it pass,^ added old De Vescey, 
who seemed little to relish the misunderstand- 
ing<i or the time that was thereby lost ; ^' let 
better thoughts be in our hearts, and better 
images before us, than these angry looks. 
Where is our fair queen, the young and lovely 
Marie P why is our meeting so long debarred 
an influence, which, as the glorious sun, shines 
jdeasure to our hearts, and invigorates our 
spirits with the animating life, that beauty and 
princely grace ever beam on generous souls ?— - 
De Bourgh, withhold not longer that meridian 
brightness from our sight.^ 

<< Bravo, De Yescey,^ exclaimed the Duke of 
Ramsay, ^< thy ancient gallantry shames our 
colder youth ; heartily do I join thee in thy 
call, tar sweeter majesty never smiled on de- 
lighted duty.'' 

<< The queen, the queen i*^ called out some 
score of voices at once, as if impatient of any 
longer delay. 
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'i^WitB' sinoeiis tle%ht and fen^nt^^eal^ ^ich 
so indisputably marked this eager cry^-^sceioed 
ta^yhacm the faitbfid De Bourgh'srhea]:^ b^^nd 
tb^ <feeUiig of Inis late indignation, or.tbe re^ 
fluembranee of the bitterness to which itsaKpijes^ 
1MB had given rise; contented pleasure ^ieeOi^ 
tiooB in his heart, as looking proudly rounds 
hi9^ replied,' as soon as the transpcni had in ^SQine 
measure abated — ,,..,. r 

y^'^^Well may you exult, my friends •^4*-. well 
tiiay jFou send forth your loud admjxation of .«o 
fair,' so lovely a queen, which had you.iiot 
cbne, the very walls around you would lui^»e 
i^oclaimed. Willingly will her grace ecHiforqii 
to yoiir wishes, though^ not being prepared l»r 
ji^h a request, a short delay must necessarily 
i^kervene ere she can content your impatieftce^-r 
^Igo^ however^ to make known to heringhness 
so gratifying a desire.^' 

" Do, good De Bourgh," rejoined the zea^ 
lous De Vescey, " and add to her sweet grace, 
our ardent and united duty.^ . 

** I will^ I will, my good De Vescey,''^ re- 
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turned JOe Bourgfa, and he retired on his grate^ 
ful mission. 

He was many minutes absent, during which 
the low hum of pleased expectation, rather 
than any more vehement emotion, seemed lii 
budntain in the assembly, as if their wanner 
feelings were repressed to welcome with matt 
effectual transport their young princess^ ap- 
pearance. 

Still De Bourgh tarried — little did they 
brook the delay ; again and again were their 
eyes turned to the door by which the veteran 
had disappeared, as their wishes rather than 
^y certain sign betokened his return. At 
length the door was c^ned ; instantly did eager 
expectation fix its intensest gaze; it was De 
Bourgh indeed who appeared^ but only De 
Bourgh — no fairer, brighter influence attended 
him, and his look seemed troubled and per- 
plexed. 

The expression of the gazers passed at once 
from expectation to surprise, as in silent impa- 
tience they waited for the veteran's words. 

^* Her highness,^ hurriedly observed De 
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« 

Boargh^ desirous at once to satisfy the evident 
anxiety, " has not yet arrived — I fear there 
has l^n some misunderstanding — I have^how- 
ever, despatched a messenger, with the expreo* 
sion of your earnest wishes, and no doubt . a 
brief time will enable her still to gratify 
them.^ * 

But simple ^s was his explanation, and 9ads« 
fsctorily as the delay of their anxiety seemo^ 
acQpunted for, De Bourgh^s manner in. 90 
respect confirmed his words ; he seemed ab^^nt 
and ill at ease, and in place of replying to. the 
many inquiries put to him, with any better 
satisfaction, or even listening to thenir vr)^ 
attention, he appeared to be lost in hisrowfai 
thoughts, impatient evea to be disturbed iacm 
them, and the anxious attempts which hejMde 
to divert the general notice from his di$Drder, 
only laid him more open to curiosity. t-^f. r 

*< Methought, my lord," insidiously inquke^ 
the uncertain Moubray of their ghostly :^[>$t, 
<' that thy castle bad been our princess* dwdl- 
ing :t— when so many amongst us would de^p her 
residence an honour to their poor halls^ 't^^re 



ABTHU& or BEITilKKT. 187 

hard diat ai^ inoonveiiieiiee should attend hl^ 
grace through ignorance of her plans.^ 

*< My Lord of Moulway,'' Iwriefly replied 
the bishop, ^< whatever oonuderate doty ooulfl 
^^g^^^^^ 1)^61^ already tendered.^ 

"Hugh Neville ought to know,** rejoindd 
De Bourgh, starting as if from a trance, ** that 
in projects of so secret a nature as ours, the 
ittost wary caution must mark eadi smalls 
step, and even princes stibmit to many inoan^ 
veillencies.'' 

"True, De Bourgh,^' returned the pertR»- 
ebtis baron, ^^ it was that very respect tcft 
privacy whidi induced my observation; me- 
tfainks her grace^s safety were much better se- 
cured by our attending upon her highness, than 
her highness upon us.^ 

^* Do, Neville, cease such idle objections,^ 
hastily returned De Bourgh, his present hifr- 
mour teased out of its scanty self-command, by 
Moubray^s harassing surmises. ^ So long as 
llie queen^s safety ia secured and her grace is 
content, what matters it how the result is pfo>^ 
duced? I fear, Neville^ lis fiom little wish 



m 



ARTHUR OF BRITANNY. 



fc^ rieal satisfaction, that thoii statest ihj opi- 



luons.** 
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Again, 'De Bourgh,*** angrily retorted the 
baron, ^ again dost.thou doubt me ?" ' 

*^ Peace, peacie,'' entreated the conciliatory 
De Lusi^an, ^^ our zealous De Bourgh is evi- 
dently but ill at ease, and his wonted posses- 
sibn supports him not;' 

^' Blame not m6 or my temper,^ hastily in- 
terrtipted De Bourgh^ casting all ' soothing 
thotights even farther from him, ** the fault 
reslar not with me — if indeed—" '^' ' 

Perhfl^ it were well for De Bourgh, e& hap- 
py for a cause so dear to him, that ere lie had 
finished thiat ireful sentence, a hasty suminons 
cltUed him from the meeting ; sufficient ill-)iu- 
rilotir indeed seemed already excited, and the 
cle^ smiling sky in which they hid feiit jiist 
erulted, to be so soon and so sadly 6i)seurea 
by dens^ and angry clouds, that little fresh 
pfbvocktidn was wanted to pour forth thb ligHt- 
liing^s flash, and spread unhealing woiinds and 
quick devastid:idti around. 

Shidu^ indeed of resentment, and even more 
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of disappointment remained when I>e Bpurgb 
had gone— enough to repress even the warn^est 
zeal-^npygh to stagnate confidence^, increase 
doubt, and turn the scale of wavering hesista^ 
tion against that boasted cause, which but a 
brief hour before had been proclaimed %lk^x 
proudest, 4earesth(^. 

There was indeed but one expectation left, 
even in th^ most devoted hearts-— for it seemed 
the only restoring influence that could now avail 
-7-that their young princess^ prompt appearance 
amongst them might again animate their ^rasted 
zeal^ and charm than from their moody apathy 
^nd sullen wrath, into pleased content. ^ , 

But still the princess came not-^^md the 
moody disappointment still continued — and dis- 
content stiU hung heavy over the minds of those 
expecting ones — and zeal and devotion and 
transport were no longer thought of— but doubt 
and dark surmisings and secret fears grew 
thickly, choking the very breath of promise — 
the mere chance of better things. Even as a 
goodly garden was that changed meeting, 
brought by the careful hand of skill to fullest 
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p^ecdon ; the presiding eye was withdrawn — 
the dearest, most fondly-prized fruits, now al* 
most at such sweet maturity, were nipped from 
their stem by a cold and cutting blast-— no sun 
shone on that drooping land*— no cheering in- 
fluence snatched its withering promise ttom k> 
greedy destruction, but all good fruits faded 
fast away/ rankest weeds grew apace— <and it 
had become a wilderness. 

Buta far more fatal ruin had come over this 
garden of so anxious, so earnest zeal --resent- 
ment and bitterest wrath dashed past the less 
ruthless destruction and rendered its desolation, 
even yet more desolate. 

But still the princess came not, nor did even 
De Bourgh return — strange looks passed freely 
about, stranger thoughts had existence ; even 
mistrust and suspected treachery intruded into 
the minds of some, and doubting wonder per- 
vaded alL Each viewed his neighbour askance, 
as if afraid to gain a confirmation of his fears, 
or betray his apprehensions, and a moody calm 
and sullen discontent seemed to wait for some 
explanation of the mystery. 
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^^ Apply not to me,^ exclaimed De Luiigimiii^ 
perceiving that many inquiring glances were 
fixed upon him, and feeling, from his known 
devotion to the cause, that he might, with rea^ 
seni be supposed able to give the required ex- 
plauatifin ; '' equally with yourselves am I igno» 
rant of the cause of this unhappy disappoints 
ment^ as of De Bourgh's strange absence from 
our assembly.^ 

As also I,^ rejoined their reverend host, 

must disclaim all better knowledge : I certain* 
ly was given to understand that her highness 
would be here, and had in consequoice pre- 
pared all suitable accommodations.'*^ 

^'^^Tis certainly inexplicable,^ added the 
Duke of Ramsay, *^ but a few minutes^ patient 
may perhaps give us a better satisfaction.'*^ 

^ I fear not,^ objected the suspicious and 
resentful Moubray ; << if I am not ^egiously at 
fault, De Bourgh will neither return, nor 
will his princess again favour us with her gra- 
cious presence.^^ 

Hii princess, Neville T' exclaimed Lord 
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Si^sbury, starting with astonishment, ^^ what 
do thy words imply ?^ 

" Time will shew,^ returned the baron, with 
most unsatisfactory brevity. 

" Forbear, Neville,^ indignantly interrupted 
De Vescey, his aged features beaming with the 
admiration which his mistress^ beauty had 
caused ~ " thy words are treason to truth, and 
a lie to the fairest majesty ; pollute not thy lips 
with a suggestion so vile, — I were unworthy 
the name of true knight did I stand by and 
hear so much loveliness, and so sweet grace, so 
monstrously traduced.*^ 

" Peace, peace, De Vescey,'' entreated De 
Lusignan, alarmed at the angry violence that 
seemed ready to burst forth ; " Lord Moubray 
means not, as thy jealous warmth suggests ; still 
give a little patienqe, and all will yet be well/' 

His earnest entreaty in some measure re- 
pressed their hasty wrath, and soothed their 
impatience from its more turbulent restlessness, 
and they again waited; but with no better 
result, still De Bourgh returned not— still the 
princess did not appear. 
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Expectation wearied — discontent was not 
longer to be endured — even devotion languished 
—one by one did the lukewarm spirits^ slink 
from the assembly— now less doubting members 
disappeared — now even true and devbted hearts 
yielded to continued disappointment— at length, 
even zeal submitted ; and there was no one left 
— not even the faithful De Lusignan could 
resist the bitter disappointment — even his firm, 
unflinching loyalty resisted not a mystery, as 
unexpected as inexplicable. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



*' 1 listened, but I could not hear, 

I called, for I was wild with fear ; 

I knew 'twas hopeless, but my dread 

Would not be thus admonished. 

I called, and thought I heard a sound — *' 

Prisoner of Chilhn. 



When De Bourgh received the message that 
called him from the hall^ his immediate impres- 
sion was that the princess^ whose absence had 
so alarmed him, had suddenly arrived ; igid 
buoyed up with the hope of the happy effect of 
her so opportune appearance on the spirits of 
the meeting, and rejoiced, as well to avoid 
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the certain explosion to which his own dis- 
prder and Moubray^s persisted petulance so 
evidently tended, as to escape the intrusive 
curiosity to which his unsettled spirits had 
given rise, he gladly obeyed the summons^ and 
sought the inquirer with the quick alacrity of 
hope. 

A cruel disappointment awaited him — ^it was 
the trembling Albert who had sent for him. 
Pale and horror-struck with the inhuman cru- 
elty which he had witnessed, fainting with 
dread, lest the prepared treasure, well-known 
to him as the very soul of their enterprise, 
should fall into the hands of their arch enemy, 
and its strength be turned against them ; he 
had rushed from the fatal scene to seek De 
Bourgh, that if possible, even yet, his fervent 
zeal and quick judgment might devise some 
prompt means to arrest the dreaded blow, and, 
even yet, save their fond hopes from so ruthless 
a destruction. 

De Bourgh was paralyzed with the sudden 
desolation — the believed certainty of that trea- 
sure's possession, and its now so imminent ri$k 
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-r-the indispensable need of its aid, doubly de^ 
clared by the evening'^s events, and the pitiless 
ruin that was ready to crush those fondly 
prized, long-cherished plans, to the furtherance 
of which his existence had been given, so 
overwhelmed him, that for a time he was lost 
in a stupor of anguish. 

It was of no avail attempting to conceal their 
danger — ^it was far too extreme — too certain; 
and yet he moved not from that apathy of woe 
—its very excess kept him without the power 
to move ; he gazed fixedly — ^it seemed almost 
without a consciousness that he so gazed on the 
sad countenance of his young companion, 
whose fearful despondency awaited his decision, 
as if on his words alone, hung the power to 
snatch him from despair. But not even his 
distraction roused the veteran from his stupor, 
and Albert dared not ask—- it seemed as if doubt, 
and perplexity, and despair, depressed the very 
idea of even an attempt to stay the rushing 
ruin. 

At length De Bourgh started violently from 
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his reverie, his whole feelings seemed centred 
in one object. 

"Still,'' he impetuously exclaimed, "will 
we not quit our hope without some attempt at 
rescue— on with me, my child— even yet we 
may not be too late, and this cruel disappoint^ 
ment still be averted." 

He promptly hurried away, closely followed 
by Albert, who, in the mere attempt felt some 
le-assurance, faint and unsatisfactory as it was. 

Their number was speedily increased by twd 
of De Bourgh's retainers, whom, as he quit- 
ted the castle, he signed to accompany him; 
and hurrying on, as swiftly as their most anx- 
ious fears could carry them, they soon reached 
the neighbourhood of the miser's dwelling. 

It was now darlc, and heedless as were their 
movements of all caution and circumspection, 
the dark veil of night had so covered their pro- 
ceedings, that, thus far, they seemed to have 
passed unnoticed. 

No sooner, however, had they turned down the 
narrow street that led to Mallet's habitation, than 
feeling, more secure from any casual observation 
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through its very obscurity, De Bourgh paused 
to direct the further proceedings of the party : 
*^ Albert,^' he briefly addressed him, " do 
thou remain by the door, and advise us should 
any fresh intruders appear; Marco, Ilbert,'* 
turning to his attendants, <' do you instantly in 
with me, and let your bravest hearts go with 
you — spare not the wretches whom I shall. deli- 
ver into your hands, but let your quickest blow 
be dealt upon their guilty heads, and the work 
te surely done — ^let us speed on.*" 

He turned as he spoke, and led rapidly 
forwards. 

. Arrived at the fiiiser^s house, he paused not 
iong for scrutiny ; the door was still open, a$ 
Albert had left it, and they at once entered, 
leaving him on the watch outside, and cautious- 
ly bolting the door, as if that struggle should 
be without retreat, and they would secure their 
purpose, or perish in the attempt. . 

Oh ! what anxious — ^what torturing moments 
were those, as that eager listener told each 
passing one, and his trembling suspense made 
each appear an age of sickening anguish ! Ui^ 
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intensest hearing, for a time, failed to catch any 
Sound from within — that stillness was even worse 
than suspense — that pause more appalling than 
the fearful clang of arms^ and the dying wail 
of expiring men. Then came indeed a sound, 
Us of a loud crash, a rush, a short but vio- 
lent struggle, and then a dull, heavy fall-— 
Albert breathed not — ^his eager desire to learn 
what next would follow, so condensed his 
whole feeling in the acute listening, wherewith 
he waited that anxious moment, that it was 
agony to his brain : but all was still, the mo- 
ment passed, and then another and another-— 
still all was silent — no further tumult, or 
struggling, or wails followed that fearful, 
that death-like rush. Albert could scarcely 
endure his sensations, he climbed eagerly to the 
grated window of the apartment, where his feel- 
ings told him that De Bourgh must be ; but all 
was dark, the fire, indeed, was not wholly ex- 
tinguished, but its faint embers failed to disco- 
ver to him any certain objects; dark images 
passed to and fro before it, but so indistinct did 
they appear^ that they betrayed not, even to his 
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qiger anxiety, the merest sign of what was 
actually passing. He dropped again to the 
ground, and again placing his ear to the door, 
sought to gain some better satisfaction. But 
still all was silent, and his horrible suspense not 
only continued but increased each moment that 
he listened. What was that brief, that ominous 
struggle? was it hope or despair ? Some one, 
beyond doubt, had fallen, and perfect, indeed, 
had been the blo^ that had struck him to the 
ground. Who was the victim ? It was a shud* 
dering question that almost convulsed the in* 
quirer who asked it. Gould it be De Bourgh ? 
Oh no ! had so horrible a destruction fallen upon 
him, the fatal truth were long since declared 
by his attendants — ^and if not De Bourgh, who 
then — was it possible that the bloody usurper 
had fallen, and a just retribution overtaken hinr? 
•—His quick pulse, his throbbing temples evin- 
ced the intensity of his feelings, as he thought on 
the possibility of such an event, and the happy 
consequences of the tyrant^s destruction. He 
scarcely dared to think of so unlooked-for a 
consiunmation, though even yet he had little to 
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diveft such imaginings, save, indeed, the con- 
tinued, ahnost death-like silence which had 
succeeded to that brief struggle, and seenied to 
mock his hopes with its so unaccountable 
strangeness. 

He still listened with all the earnestness 
that so excited sensations could not but induce, 
but even his acutest hearing failed to detect the 
merest sign of any better satisfaction. Occa- 
sionally, indeed, the sound of footsteps for a 
moment reached him, but their calm and mea- 
sured tread rather increased than lessened his 
perplexity, and but added fresh torment to his 
feverish restlessness. 

At this moment some one passed hurriedly 
up the street ; Albert's attention was so entirely 
engrossed, that he noticed it not, until now 
the intruder was close to him: he had just 
time to dispose himself nearer to the door, that 
thereby his slight figure might not be observ- 
able, when the step paused immediately opposite, 

and the next moment seemed cautiously to be 
approaching him. 

Albert felt that he was discovered ; his face 
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for better concealment, was turned to the door^ 
and he failed to discern who it was that ap- 
proached; self-preservation 9 however, caused 
him instantly to start round, and that same 
quick movement seemed to alarm the intruder, 
as, almost in an instant, he sprung back, and 
ran hastily down the street. 

But that short glance, brief as it was, even 
in the darkness through which it reached him, 
discovered to him the hated features of the spy 
De Laci ; and instantly did a new train of ideas 
perplex him. Had not his own person also 
been betrayed to the page even as his ? was his 
first question — and if so, what the certain con- 
sequences of such a contingency ? but he soon 
rejected the idea as altogether improbable from 
his more obscure position by the deep door-way ; 
he rather thought of the quick assistance which 
he would be sure to brings should his master 
really be in the house, as his coming and his 
prompt flight seemed so strongly to declare, 
and the certain destruction which would in con- 
sequence fall on De Bourgh. 

Anxious for his foster parentis safety, and 
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indifPerent of his own, Albert knocked loudly 
at the door. Instantly was it opened, but no 
enemy appeared; De Bourgh himself opened 
it-- that fear was at an end — but other fears 
repressed the joyful pleasure which Albert felt 
on learning his safety ; he dared not, indeed, 
ask the satisfying of his suspense — an explana« 
tion of those fearful sounds — ^now, that its 
removal was in his power, a continuance of that 
suspense seemed less burthensome than the fatal 
ruin which its satisfaction might declare. He 
gave not De Bourgh, indeed, opportunity to 
explain, but, as if wishful to stay the uncertain 
fact, hurriedly exclaimed, 

** Haste, haste, dear father, our enemies lurk 
around us — even now will they overwhelm us 
—oh ! fly, fly from this fearful place, while 
yet you may escape destruction.'' 

De Bourgh seemed scarcely to understand 
his words, as if, indeed, he listened not to his 
so earnest entreaty. 

Albert's agitation became stronger and 
stronger, his fears almost choked him, as he 
still further implored ; — 
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" Oh, tarry not, my father, wait not a cer- 
tain and a cruel death, but at once fly, and — ^ 
he suddenly paused — ^his utterance seemed to 
fail him—his emotions no longer to be control- 
led — he faintly added, in a voice trembling 
with convulsive agitation, << Is it so, Hubert ? 
are we, indeed, too late ?"" 

" For hope, indeed, too late.'*'-^De Bourgh's 
changed and hollow tone affrighted his hearer 
even more than his words — ^* for desolation 
abundantly in time^ — ^he struggled with his an^- 
guish, ere he added-— << the treasure is gone.''' 

Albert spoke not — staggered not^-^as this 
fatal announcement reached him, and he learnt 
the destruction of his dearest hopes, the anni- 
hilation of his almost accomplished desires-^ 
already had he too truly guessed that ruthless 
fate. The blow seemed too sudden, too exoea- 
me, as if too intense for his mind to compre- 
hend its full desolation. Alas f His no. ideal 
picture that we sketch of that lethargy of woe, 
that deep trance of agony, wherein the child of 
misery sinks unresistingly, when her fondest, 
most adored object is snatched suddenly away^ 
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aBd her joy— her hope — the very purpose of 
her existence— -nay, her lifers self, which this 
moment warmed her soul with light, and heat, 
and happiness, is the next no more ; and the 
sudden blow — even as the inky midnight that 
would £[dlow the instant quenching of a noon* 
day sun, plunges the wandering soul into a 
denser, even more incomprehensible darkness. 
Oh ! sad is that fearful calm — that cold, cheer- 
less blank— that unmoved insensibility — ^whose 
glazed, listless eyes wander uncertainly about, or 
6xed on empty space, seem not to ask, not even to 
wish for an explanation of its wretchedness; as 
if that blank were joy to the ^^ hopeless, helpless, 
broken-heartedness of woe,^^that awaits it; and 
that mental ignorance were elysium to the day of 
searching grief that light alone could dawn upon 
it — such a desolation have we witnessed, such 
a desolation must many have witnessed, to whom 
sorrow is familiar and calamity not unknown. 

It was in such strange oppression of feeling 
that Albert still remained transfixed, and from 
which De Bourgh for a time sought not to 
rouse him ; his own emotions^ indeed, though 
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not SO overwhelming, were sufficiently afflict- 
ing, and the wretched perplexity into which 
so unlooked-for a destruction of their projects 
had cast him, at a time too, when its last ex-. 
pectations seemed secured, so bewildered his 
every inquiry with doubt and hesitation, that 
he knew not, could not even guess at a plan for 
their procedure ; and his unsatisfactory inqui- 
ries so absorbed his faculties, that he scarcely 
felt that his maturer fortitude should seek to 
support and cheer the weaker strength of hi^ 
more youthful companion. 

Perhaps he would have spoken^ had there 
been one comfort in his heart, or even one pro- 
mise in his thoughts ; but all was there dark 
and dismal enough — Albert's feliest despon- 
dency scarcely could be more gloomy. He felt 
aotindeed the cutting disappointment, as youth- 
ful ardour feels disappointment ; nor, dear as 
was the cause to his soul, was it yet so dear as 
to that young heart ; but still he saw farther, 
experience taught him to judge better, and the 
knowledge of the uncertain zeal of their friends, 
and of their prompt declension, did not 
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the needful aids at once appear, so convinced 
him of the sad and fatal ruin that had fallen 
on their hopes, that his feelings were, perhaps, 
almost as intense. So intense, indeed, were they, 
as to render him indifferent even to the impe-i 
rative necessity of his prompt return to the 
meeting, where his presence was so essential, 
as also unmindful of the imminent danger that 
attended their continued delay where they now 
w6re. He started suddenly from his trance- 
some distant sound seemed to reach his tutored 
ears — ^he eagerly seized the youth's hand, and 
spoke hastily to him — 

" Albert, we must hence— destruction is even 
now upon us — and I have swqm to secure thy 
safety at any price — come, let us begone.'^ 

<^ And the tyrant, Hubert ?'' hurriedly de- 
mianded the youth, moving not at his summons, 
as if heedless of their peril, or that he felt, knew 
nothing but his own intense thoughts — "haf 
he too escaped ?— did I not hear a groan ?" 

"Twas not his^ Albert,'^ quickly returned 
his protector, drawing him still nearer to him. 
^^Alas ! no such fortune has attended our hopes. 
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— ^^twas but the ruffian Nierenuit, left by his 
master to remove all traces of his visit — would, 
indeed, our vengeance had fallen on a better 
head — but alas ! our enemy has escaped, and 
too miserably has he foiled us. But hark,! 
danger still more nearly approaches us— quick, 
Albert ! Marco ! Ilbert !^ calling to his atten- 
dants, " haste away — there is no time for fur- 
thw quest — follow for your lives.^ 

He led the way in the contrary direction to 
that from which footsteps now swiftly neared 
them, and assisting Albert over a low wall, at 
once secured their escape while yet the friendly 
darkness concealed them. 

De Bourgh waited a moment to be assured 
that his alarm was no unreal one, and not until 
the quick footsteps of many men passed with 
confused haste into the miser^s house, did he 
lead his party away, and . by a private path 
«oon placed them beyond the risk of danger. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



'' Dearly bought, the hidden treasure 
Finer feelings cad bestow ; 

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure 
Thrill the deepest notes of woe.' 



f» 



Buairg. 



No sooner had De Bourgh bestowed his 
young companion in safety, than, without wait* 
ing for the poor chance of consoling him, his 
abject despondency seeming, indeed, beyond 
any comfort — he suddenly quitted him, as if 
wishful that his mind should become accus- 
tomed to the affliction, by its mere continuance, 
ere he sought to rouse him from his grief, by 
any palliative suggestions. 
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• 

Albert threw himself on his couch, as Pe 
Bourgh retired from his apartment, and gave 
himself to despair ; he lay inconscious to every 
thing, save the calamity which, like a sea of 
destruction, had wrecked his fond hopes and 
buried him in its waves, nor knew he the 
passing hours, nor that it was now day, nor 
that noon had come ; and perhaps his strongest 
feeling, when De Bourgh roused him from his 
lethargy, was surprise that the day was so 
far advanced. 

For some moments he gazed uncertainly in 
the veteran's face, and then, as his more cheer- 
ful tone and less depressed manner, seemed to 
promise even yet a hope to their despairing 
cause, he started vehemently from his couch, 
demanding with an excitement, whose very 
intenseness was anguish-r- 

" Oh ! Hubert^ hast thou yet a comfort for 
me ? is there yet, indeed, a remedy ? speak to 
me, dear father."" 

"Patience, my good child,'' promptly re- 
turned De Bourgh, at the same time seeking, 
by his manner, to moderate his anxiety ; " re&> 
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train your feelings — I have some comfort for 
you, even in the ruthless disappointment that 
h^ come over us." 

" Then, oh ! speak it,'' impetuously en- 
treated the youth, ^^ dear Hubert, if thou hast 
a comfort — ^be it never so small, keep it not 
from me. I have no friend but thee, Hubert— 
thou art to me, as — '" his feelings struggled 
within him — a thousand fond imaginations 
rushed through his mind, as the dear ties 
wherewith affection and love had so abundantly 
blessed him, warmed his fainting heart, and 
he thought how miserably he was now debarred 
their soothing consolations.. The hesitating 
tide of grief was filled up, the gushing tears 
no longer pent themselves within the replete 
storehouse, but bursting violently forth, he 
threw himself on the veteran s neck and wept 
aloud. 

** Would, my dear child,'' — DeBourgh wait- 
ed but for the first gush of that anguish, ere 
his parental accents sought to soothe his afflic- 
tion — ^* would that I could be even as thy 
heart's fondest consolation, or. that my wordi 
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had more in them of promise, than truths alas ! 
permits; but still, Albert, cheer up— misera- 
ble as is our disappointment, all is not thereby 
lost ; and if we may not seek the attainment of 
our wishes by so direct and instant a route, 
#e may still attain to it, perhaps as securely,^ 
Aough by a more circuitous one." 

^*Go on, go on, Hubert," entreated his 
eager listener, whose anxiety to learn his plans, 
had already repressed that quick tide of grief; 
"what has your active fidelity devised for 
our relief?" 

• " I have not been idle, Albert, since I last: 
night quitted you,"— De Bourgh's harassed ap- 
pearance, bespoke the mental, if not bodily; 
exertions, that had occupied him ;— " I have- 
already seen most of the confederates, and 
made known to them a casualty which is now 
irretrievable ; and with almost all of them ex^ 
isted the same opinion, ere iny own judgment 
had suggested it, that, for the present, the 
projected insurrection on this side the water 
must be abandoned, and every possible means, 
ivhich in the absence of the needful supplies 
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can be made effectual, be concentrated to 
assist the operations of the French arms. 
Feeble, as upon the test, has proved so great 
a portion of the zeal upon which we trusted,' 
I still believe that a thought of treachery has 
not existence with any one individual; even 
the wavering Moubray remains with us, though 
for the present an useless associate; while 
the noble Ramsay, the furious Salisbury^ 
and many of the proudest spirits, who graced 
our assembly, still go along with us-^-even 
against necessity will they fight for us— and be 
our first operations but successful, instantly 
will all those hesitating ones stand forth (m 
our behalf. Where therefore all cannot be 
gained that we desire, 'twere well to secure as 
much as is attainable, and I have gladly closed 
with such aiMurangement.^ 

^^ And your instant plans, Hubert,^ impa<* 
tiently inquired his young companion, as if 
anxious to gain some more personal satisfae* 
tion, " how will they decide our move<- 
ments ?"" 

"For myself, Albert/' calmly returned the 
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veteran, ^^I shall still abide near this usurping 
tyrant, believing that, by such a course, I can 
better assist my prince, and also be more at 
band to stir up the slumbering spirits of our 
friends, when the happy crisis shall arrive.'' 

" And I, Hubert,'' impetuously interrupted 
the youth ; •* oh ! say, is this fearful banish- 
ment yet to be mine ? am I still to endure its 
horrible torment ? Alas ! alas ! what a misefry 
has it been to me ! how useless— how without 
return, its endurance !" 

** Poor child!" — the veteran sighed deeply as 
he spoke, — " indeed, indeed, I pity thee — nor 
would I add to thy troubles by any needless 
trial—" 

" Speak out," entreated Albert, perceiving 
that he hesitated, " I can bear to hear of any 
fresh trial that awaits me, nor irill 1 shrink 
from it, be it even more appalling than those 
I have already endured — for I have vowed 
never again to return to peace and joy, until 
I have acomplished all that my poor strength 
can tend to." 

f * Little indeed now is left for thee, my child. 
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ere thy vow is well complete, and thou mayest 
return to joy and peace — even to thine own 
dearest peace, with thy soul's fullest content { 
but still, Albert, there is one purpose of thy 
coming not yet answered, and still within thy 
attainment. The princess Eleanor's safety and 
deliverance can only be promptly secured 
through your means.'' 

** Ha r* quickly interrupted the youth, " in 
my bitter disappointment, I had almost for- 
gptten poor Eleanor— oh ! willingly would I 
encounter any peril to take her away in safety I 
What, Hubert, doth thy better judgment sug-» 
gest for the accomplishment of so dear a 
purpose ?^ 

^* Thy instant return, Albert, to the tyrant's 
den, the poor princess' prison," — De Bourgh 
watched ai)|uously the youth's countenance— y 
" canst thou yet — ^after all thy trials — and notr 
withstanding thy present weakness, attempt 
such a work, where one error or one single 
want of circumspection may be death ? Thou 
knowest the difBculties of the attempt, my 
child— ^^est thou try it ?'* 
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" Oh ! yes, willingly, Hubert,'* — the youth 
spoke with animation — ^^ and without fear— • 
I cannot fail to deliver her from her bondage.^' 

^^ But it must be instantly done, Albert; 
the usurper's plans are now, through this 
accursed fortune, prompt and decisive — eveii 
after to-morrow does the court commence iti» 
removal, and what is to be done, must be at 
once accomplished. The princess knows not of 
our disappointment, even yet thinks that success 
attends us, and it must be thy part instantly to 
seek her and make known our altered plans and 
the urgency of her instant flight. To her own 
direction mayest thou well trust her escape; do 
thou but bid her join us here, and then tarry 
not longer, but even at the instant secure thine 
own safety. Only say, Albert, if thou hast any 
misgivings in thy mind — I would rafl^ have thee 
rush into any needless danger— *^it is possible 
that the end may be attained by other means.**^ 

*< That, Hubert, shall not be," vehemently 
interrupted the youth ; " it shall never be said^ 
that, for so dear a friend, I shrunk from any 
trial — though^ good father, the mere idea of 
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again encountering this horrible murderer, 
which my return to the palace almost renders 
unavoidable, does indeed torture me.*" 

** That torment, my poor child, I trust I 
have saved you from — already have I been to 
the tyrant and stated to him thy return, and thy 
, intended resumption of thy service on the royal 
Isabella. John^s schemes, and the innumerable 
demands on his attention, which his sudden re- 
moval calls for, leave it little likely that he will 
have a thought to spare on one so insignificant 
as a poor page.^ 

** Then gladly do I go,'' quickly rejoined his 
listener ; ^^ I have no longer a fear, no longer 
one hesitation,'' — ^he jumped to his feet—" even 
now let me proceed." 

" Let it e'en be so, my child," mournfully 
replied De %ourgh ; " thou canst not go too 
soon, each minute is precious— seek thy gra- 
dous mistress, and let thy apt tongue keep thee 
about her person, till an opportunity occurs to 
further thy purpose— but why attempt to direct 
you, my generous child, when your own ex- 
perience will better lead you ? God speed you, 

VOL. II. L 
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Albert, well bless thine errand, and give thee 
every success V^ 

^^ And accomplished, kind father, shall I no 
longer be kept from happier scenes ? will my 
pilgrimage be indeed at an end ?'^ 

" Even so, my child — and my pledge too at 
an end, when again thou art safely restored to 
his hands who committed thee to me.^ 

** Oh, speak not of that bliss, Hubert,^' —the 
youth spoke with wild emotion — " the very 
thought of such a joy is ecstacy to my soul. 
Oh, never, never again shall such a sacrifice be 
extorted from me. No, Ambition ! thou cursed 
power, already hast thou cost me — what, oh ! 
what hast thou not cost me of torment and woe 
and anguish ! Oh, how far preferable were 
the lot of the meanest peasant, who eats his 
bread in contented obscurity, to^at of the 
splendid misery to which ambition lures us, 
sapping our heart'^s best feelings, and snatching 
from us the sweetest, best happiness of life — ^the 
happiness of afiection ! Oh, what, Hubert, is 
the highest height of this world's pomp — the 
very proudest of its honours to the grateful. 
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soothing rapture of domestic happiness P Oh, 
nothing — willingly^ gladly would I yield up 
every claim to greatness for its sweet con- 
tent'' 

" Thou talkest simply, child,^— De Bourgh 
smiled at the youth's earnestness — " greatness 
is not a thing to be despised, although rarely 
knows it so grateful a feeling as that of do- 
mestic enjoyment; pomp and grandeur ever 
have been and ever will be considered as the 
summum bonum of this world's attainment." 

** But not with ine, Hubert ; I care not — I 
detest them — for are they not to me the prevent- 
ing caus^ of a better, truer happiness ?" 

" In your present feelings, my poor child, 
it were perhaps folly to look for a different 
decision ; but 'tis not the time to form an 
estimate of 4ife or things, when passing events 
so strongly bias the judgment as your present 
trials bias your's. There are times, Albert, 
when our dearest interests would be gladly 
sacrificed to escape the bitter tests ^ to which 
their preservation compels us ; but would 
cooler reflection approve of the sacrifice? 

L 2 
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Would your own generous heart hereafter be 
content, were any present depression, or any 
failing weakness to induce you to shrink from 
that you believed to be your duty, and which 
might hereafter be proved to have been of last- 
ing importance ?^^ 

" But I have not so shrunk, Hubert — I do 
not shrink from any ordeal ; even with alacrity 
do I' now seek renewed difficulty, for that my 
duty calls me — still, however, that duty does 
not ask me to repress those native feelings of 
my heart, which cause me to fly from the 
believed false, cheating promises of hated am« 
bition, to the truer, beloved happiness which 
gentler scenes open to me. Surely, father, 
even thy stern judgment cannot condemn me 
for this ?'' 

" Condemn thee, fond child ! «h ! no— be 
thou happy, even as thy heart wishes hap- 
piness. Little, indeed, do I value the highest 
rewards wherewith ambition can repay its 
proudest quest, for too truly have I fathomed 
the hollow falsehood, and feel how little real 
enjoyment attends its best recompense. And 
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yet if words of mine could brace you to 
attempt their attainment, my best eloquence 
should not be wanting. When, Albert, thy 
warm, untutored vision, saw nought but sun- 
shine and smiling success before thee, then did 
I not seek to repress thy too ardent imagina- 
tions, and cool them with the unwelcome 
bitterness of the reality ? even so, now, when 
disappointment and trouble cast you down 
below hope, would I rouse you from your 
depression by the brighter side of the picture. 
But still, Albert, the picture is the same — ^^tis 
only the vision that is altered — ^"tis the same 
worthless, unsatisfying cheat that we look 
upon — But a truce to reflections, which can but 
damp thy ardour without any better satisfac- 
tion." 

" Be it so, Hubert, though there is little fear 
of any present want of zeal from any words of 
thin&-4i motive dearer than ambition, as be- 
yond its fellest influence, urges me to the 
attempt, and I despise even its veriest diffi- 
culty.'' 
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Would your own generous heart hereafter be 
content, were any present depression, or any 
failing weakness to induce you to shrink from 
that you believed to be your duty, and which 
might hereafter be proved to have been of last- 
ing importance ?^ 

" But I have not so shrunk, Hubert — I do 
not shrink from any ordeal ; even with alacrity 
do I' now seek renewed difficulty, for that my 
duty calls me — still, however, that duty does 
not ask me to repress those native feelings of 
my heart, which cause me to fly from the 
believed false, cheating promises of hated am« 
bition, to the truer, beloved happiness which 
gentler scenes open to me. Surely, father, 
even thy stern judgment cannot condemn me 
for this r 

<' Condemn thee, fond child ! ^h ! no — ^be 
thou happy, even as thy heart wishes hap- 
piness. Little, indeed, do I value the highest 
rewards wherewith ambition can repay its 
proudest quest, for too truly have I fathomed 
the hollow falsehood, and feel how little real 
enjoyment attends its best recompense. And 
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yet if words of mine could brace you to 
attempt their attainment, my best eloquence 
should not be wanting. When, Albert, thy 
warm, untutored vision, saw nought but sun- 
shine and smiling success before thee, then did 
I not seek to repress thy too ardent imagina- 
tions, and cool them with the unwelcome 
bitterness of the reality ? even so, now, when 
disappointment and trouble cast you down 
below hope, would I rouse you from your 
depression by the brighter side of the picture. 
But still, Albert, the picture is the same — ^'tis 
only the vision that is altered — ^"tis the same 
worthless, unsatisfying cheat that we look 
upon — But a truce to reflections, which can but 
damp thy ardour without any better satisfac- 
tion." 

" Be it so, Hubert, though there is little fear 
of any present want of zeal from any words of 
thine— a motive dearer than ambition, as be- 
yond its fellest influence, urges me to the 
attempt, and I despise even its veriest diffi- 
culty.'' 
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*^ Go, then, my noble creature, and be the 
full €u;cdmpliahment of thy dearest wishes thy 
reward-— Should any unlooked-for difBculty, 
Albert, confront you, the jester, Phoedrus, may 
be useful, even farther than you imagine ; fail 
not, therefore, in such a case, to apply to him— 
he is a man of mystery, as well of words as of 
deeds, but he is a true and a loyal soul, and 
worthy your fullest confidence.'^ 

" I have already," returned the youth, ** felt 
the benefit of the jester's care-^-more than once 
has danger been avoided through his counsels ; 
and I have, too, discerned . that mystery and 
he are no stranger»-^methinks, indeed, Hubert, 
that the je^er's guise but ill conceals a nobler 
spirit. 

**^ Wherefore thine opinion, Albert.'^'' — ^De 
Bourgh scrutinized his features as he made 
the inquiry. <* Has the jester betrayed to 
thee any nearer confidence than thine own 
safety demanded ? or dost thou but suspect 
his dissembling from the mere mystery of his 
conduct ?'' 
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^^ Simply from the latter cause, Hubert'- — 
the youth in turn scrutinized his companion — 
" Phoedrus has in no respect committed to me 
any secret — though if it please thee to make it 
known" — 

" Go to, go to,'' - promptly interrupted De 
Bourgh, " I said not that there was any 
secret, nor even admitted any dissembling in 
the man — ^you are somewhat over hasty in your 
decision, my young friend— -but come, speed 
you on your errand, I cannot give you any 
further respite. Most anxiously shall I wait 
your quick return, when we tarry but for the 
princess!* following you, ere we instantly fly 
from this accursed city, and all provision shall 
be well made for securing our safe and prompt 
escape from the English shore. Go, then, my 
child, and success and happiness go along with 
thee.'* 

He urged the youth's departure, as if 
seeking, by his persevering earnestness, to 
prevent his again alluding to a subject 
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wherein he seemed to believe he had betrayed 
himself. 

Albert saw through his motive^ nor pressed 
the subject farther, and in a few moments he 
was on his way to the palace. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



^< Ne*er did the chieftains of a waning state, 
Hear firom the oracle their half-told &te 
With more religious fear, nor more suspense 
Than Albert now endur'd." 

Bloomfisld. 



It required but little penetration to discover 
that the queen's favour towards her young 
page had materially changed, since he had 
last stood before her, and her kind mediation 
had in some degree propitiated the king's 
anger. Whether it was that the gentle Isa- 
bella had really withdrawn her preference fr<mi 
him, through the doubt of his truth, which 
her exposition of Maud's words and John's 

L 3 
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suspicions, had created in her mind ; or that it 
was her own uneasy thoughts, wherewith the 
still vivid remembrance of the secret gallery 
tormented her ; or that her greater interest in 
the love-sick maiden, and her belief that Albert 
had trifled with her affections, occasioned her to* 
look upon him, with no small dissatisfaction — 
whatever the cause, the queen met his humble 
duty with cold indifference, nor scarcely per- 
mitted to escape her even the consciousness 
that she noticed his return. 

Such a reception was but little encouraging 
to Albert^s anxious purposes ; he . looked ea- 
gerly round the royal apartment, but even less- 
satisfaction attended the inquiry ; the Princess 
Eleanor was abs^at, and the .only attendant 
upon Isabella, the laughter4oving maiden, the 
Lady TherSse— -though now no longer smil- 
ing gaiety, nor evixicing even one pleased emo- 
tign. It was sufficiently evident that some 
impleasant influence pervaded ihe royal pre- 
sence, and, as a heavy weight, depressed the 
mere sign ot content or satisfaction. 

Albert waited many minutes, as weH to de- 
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dde how to proceed, as to give opportunity 
for any relenting kindness to soften the 
queen^s disfavour into some better feeling to- 
wards him ; but she still continued bent upon 
her embroidery, nor noticed his many repeated 
attempts to gain her attention. He had how- 
ever still waited on, patiently looking for her 
tardy notice, but for the instant purpose which 
so engrossed him, and which at once decided 
him to xetire, and seek the object of his quest 
by other means. He was turning with such 
an intent, when Isabella, plainly evincing her 
meant inattention by the quickness of her pre- 
sent notice, exclaimed with far more bitterness 
than he had ever before heard from her gentle 
lips — 

**What, young Sir, is thy duty already 
tired of waiting on our pleasure ? cannot thy 
impatience tarry yet some few moments, until 
we deign to notice thy hollow service ?" 

" Most royal Madam," readily returned the 
page, whose apt tongue, unprepared as he was 
for the queen's displeasure, did not fail him, 

my humble and true service would gladly 



it 
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wait ever on your highness, did not the .dense 
clouds of anger so bitterly obscure the wonted 
brightness of your favour, that I sought to fly 
from a punishment I have not merited.''^ 

" Thou hast ov^r many words, young Sir,''— 
the queen in no way relaxed the severity of her 
manner — ^^ so glib a tongue seldom rules itself 
by the rtraight-forward dictates of sincerity ; 
'tis decdt that hangs on a wordy mouth, and 
falsehood that deals in loud and many profes- 
sions. Even so has thy vaunted duty proved, 
and we have discerned thy warm devotion to 
us, to be as light as the breath that proclaimed 
it/' 

" My gracious mistress," fervently exclaim- 
ed Albert, for his heart told him not of on^ 
single insincerity towards this gentle being, 
whose kindness had bound his soul in deepest 
gratitude to her, " most grievously ' am I 
wronged in your thoughts ; nor falsehood has 
ever from iny lips, nor deceit been in my 
heart, when the gracious Isabella has been 
before me— -too deeply, indeed, has your 
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grace^s condescension bound me to you for 



ever." 



" Cease, young Sir," quickly interrupted 
the queen, in an authoritative tone ; *' spare 
your empty words, for they no longer amuse 
us— had your gratitude indeed felt our willing 
favour, 'twould have been somewhat differently 
acknowledged, than by using our countenance 
to the furtherance of your ruthless purposes." 

Albert started, his most determined self-com* 

mand failed to conceal the impression which 
the queen^s so direct accusation had made upon 

his conscious mind ; and it was with no firm 

assurance, that, anxious to make some reply to 

the charge, he hurriedly exclaimed — 

" Your grace speaks in enigmas — what are 
the purposes by which I have so abused your 
kind favour ?" 

** Pshaw, De Bourgh,"— the queen seemed 
even more annoyed — " this is pitiful —childish — 
when thine own conscience and embarrassment 
so plainly tell thee better than any words of 
mine ; at least we expected not from thee such 
trifling as this." 
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Albert became still mOTe perplexed — still 
more confused, as he eagerly inquired within 
himself, whether he was indeed discovered, and 
his disguise no longer concealed from her the 
falsehood and treachery, which, if not against 
her, lie was practising, even as she had stated, 
against her husband — ^it mattered not how 
called for, how excused by every reasoning of 
justice was that deceit^— to her so kind favour, 
and to his avowed, so often protested devotion, 
it was treachery, and for the moment he felt 
the sting of its guilt, even more than the dan- 
ger which its discovery threatened. 

Believing that the lying Laci had indeed 
recognized him while keeping watch the pre- 
ceding night at the miser'^s door, and at once 
foreseeing the certain destruction in which he 
had plunged himself by returning to the palace, 
he was almost on the point of proclaiming his 
deception, of acknowledging his real character, 
and striving to move the queen^s known pity,^ 
by pleading his cause before the only breast 
in which mercy existed in that horde of cruelty, 
and who could alone snatch him from the 
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remorseless destruction which seemed about 
to overwhelm him. 

That same instant, when evea now the words 
were on his lips, did the queen again address 
him: — 

^* Our favour had indeed judged better of 
thee, youth, and would too have well proved 
our estimation — but such wanton cruelty ! — ^ 

Albert drew back — ^her words seemed at once 
to stagger his purpose, as if their unsatisfactory 
and imperfect meaning made him even more 
uncertain of the real charge against him. Had 
she indeed spoken less of her accusation, or 
declared more of its nature, in either case he 
would have spoken; in the former, no con- 
sciousness of his danger would have repressed 
his words — in the latter, guessing the true cause 
of her anger, he might have sought to propiti- 
ate it, or if beyond pardon, to have escaped its 
penalty through Isabella's mercy — but this in- 
complete, half-expressed, uncertain charge kept 
him beyond any decision ; and taking refuge in 
silence, which if not tending to any escape, 
betrayed him not farther into danger, nor 
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risked the acknowledgment of any unsuspected 
offence, he remained mute, willing to incur the 
imputation of sullenness and obstinacy, rattier 
than by any more ingenuous behaviour to run 
the chance of adding to his peril. 

He soon observed that his silence annoyed 
the queen, nor was he sorry to mark her fresh 
cause of displeasure, hoping that thereby she 
might be betrayed into some less guarded and 
more distinct accusation. Nor was he mistaken 
in his judgment, Isabella repressed not long 
the expression of her annoyance ;— 

^^ Least of all, young Sir, did we expect from 
one of thy believed candour, so perverse and 
persisted sullenness.'** 

" Your highness," quickly exclaimed the 
youth, not sorry of an opportunity of breaking 
the silence, "what- caw your page reply? al- 
ready has your judgment condemned me — ^" 

" No, De Bourgh," the queen sharply inter- 
rupted him, at the same time motioning the 
Lady Therfise to withdraw, "we do not con- 
demn thee; strong as is our accusation, we 
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would Still hear thy defence, did any better in- 
genuousness encourage our attempt.^^ 

** And gladly would I answer your graces- 
Albert still carefully avoided any admission — 
" did I know the nature of your charge—" he 
liraited with extremest anxiety her prompt 
reply. 

^^ Hast thou not, De Bourgh, by insidious 
and false attentions, stolen the heart of my poor 
Maud, and then cruelly slighted her prefer- 
ence?'' 

Her words were almost as salvation to her 
listener — ^he at once breathed freely — ^his reso- 
lution returned, and he boldly replied — 

^^ On my soul, royal Madam, I am not 
guilty of the offence — ^neither have I sought, 
much less have I slighted the poor maiden, 
whose unhappy lot and sadly ^bestowed prefer- 
ence on so unworthy an object has been to me 
a source of cruel and most bitter regret. 
Surely the Lady Maud accuses me hot thus — it 
is impossible that her gentle heart can so un- 
justly condemn me, when she so well knows I 
am innocent ?'' 
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** No, De Bourgh," promptly replied the 
queen, ^Hhe suffering Maud condemns thee, 
accuses thee not; but my calmer judgment 
condemns thee— for too surely do I see what 
her fond, misplaced affection prevents her see- 
ing, that, even as I have declared, thou hast 
trifled with her weakness.'' 

" Oh ! no, royal Madam, 'twere out of my 
very nature so to injure her. Alas ! your Grace 
I knew not of her preference till too late, and 
then—" 

** Thou feignedst, boy, that thou couldest 
never return her attachment !" 

^^1 feigned not. Madam — our affections go 
not at our beck — mine were already given." 

" Thine, boy ! so young in life — so old in 
love ?" 

" Ah ! Madam, 'tis not with love as with 
life — our young affections but waste with ma- 
turing age ; then prudence and a thousand re- 
pressing cautions cool their ardourj and rob 
them of their more generous fruits — ^'tis our 
first, our earliest budding emotions that are 
the dearest, the best, the most lasting, and 



ARTHUR OF BRITANNY. 236 

their deep impressions seldom yield to any later 
love.'' 

*^ Cease, cease, fond youth," — a tear trem- 
Ued in her eye as Isabella spoke, some inward 
remembrance troubled her — she was silent : she 
wiped away the intrusive evidence of her sad 
r^ret — but another came, and another — ^Albert 
too well read her inmost soul, and saw the 
bitter pang that oppressed her gentle breast, 
as the memory of her own young affection burst 
upon her, and she turned from its sweet bright 
promise to the dull, cheerless gloom of her 
blighted existence. He saw it, and oh ! sadly 
did he feel it, for too well did he know the 
power of true affection— ^ too truly did he judge 
the bitter sting of disappointment. 

At length the queen again addressed him— - 
melancholy and meek resignation seemed to 
tinge her words with sadness, and smooth their 
previous asperity to gentler favour. She spoke 
hurriedly, but yet kindly. 

" We no longer condemn thee, De Bourgh ; 
mayest tliou be as happy in thy affection as 
thou art in our favour, and ever as true and 
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as devoted to ourself as we wish to judge thee; 
for the present, however, leave us — we are 
indisposed. '^ 

And she in vain sought to repress the emo- 
tions with which her sad remembrances stiU 
overpowered her. 

Albert could not resist the warm sympathy 
wherewith her sorrowing regret filled his breast 
—the impulse to his fervent soul was irresis- 
tible — he seemed to forget his own anxietieSji 
his own purposes, their relative conditions—, 
nay, even his very self seemed to be forgotten 
in the quick impulse 6f that moment, as 
hastily advancing to the weeping Isabella, be- 
took her hand and entreated— 

" Dearest lady, be comforted — ^give not room 
to this searching sorrow— oh ! let not — " he 
seemed struck with some sudden consciousness 
— a strange confusion seized him — ^he was 
silent. 

The queen looked quickly up — amazement 
marked her features, as fixing her eam^t gaze 
on the youth, she seemed lost in an almost 
equal confusion — not even did she withdraw 
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her hand from his presumptuous grasp, but 
stlU gazing on him with a look that seemed to 
search his inmost soul^. she remained transfixed, 
as if wonder had paralyzed her. 

As immoveable too was the daring page, 
whose strange disorder seemed not to know 
that his audacious hand held that of England*^ 
queen — ^he seemed troubled, indeed, though 
with no feeling of presumption — a deeper, 
more perplexing anxiety overwhelmed him, he 
sunk on his knee before the queen, and cover- 
ing his face with his hands, awaited her indig- 
nation in speechless confusion. 

It was some minutes ere Isabella addressed 
him, and then more in doubt than in anger. 

'' De Bourgh, thou art altogether inexpli- 
cable, and we know not whether to excuse thy 
ignorance or blame thy boldness.'^ 

" Judge me,^ fervently exclaimed the youth, 
at once rousing himself from his disorder, 
** even as it may please your grace — but do 
not deny the warm sympathy and fervent inte- 
rest whereby is my oflFence,'' 
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" We do acknowledge it, and would excuse 
thee,^ replied the queen, in a far more gra- 
cious manner, " nor needest thou pain thyself 
by any uneasy apprehensions of our anger — ^go 
in peace — we would be alone." 

The queen motioned him to retire, a 
sign which Albert delayed not to obey; he 
turned indeed once, and thought how little 
comfort even majesty brought to an afflicted 
mind — ^how empty its vain show of happiness 
to a wounded spirit — and then as the fairer, 
surer promise which affection placed before 
him, passed through his mind as a good beyond 
the influence of any fortune, he almost ceased 
to feel the bitter disappointment which had so 
miserably marred his hopes, in the dearer pro- 
spect with which his speedy return to a better 
happiness delighted him. 

Scarcely, however, had he quitted the queen^s 
presence, than Isabella, notwithstanding her 
disorder and declared want of leisure, sought 
the Lady Maud, still unable, through her 
extreme depression, to attend upon her duty, 
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to make known to her Albert^s return, and the 
hopeless result of their conference, striving at 
the same time to rouse her from her despon- 
dency, by the assurance of her own unchange- 
able affection. 

Nor had she failed already to communicate 
to the Lady Therese, the strange surmises 
which Alberfs inexplicable behaviour had 
given rise to, at the same time suggesting to 
the maiden the probability, that his young 
companions might be able to :throw some light 
on the subject. 

A suggestion which Therese did not fail to 
turn to instant account, and throwing herself, 
as if by chance, in young Laci*s way, the 
more likely of any, from his opportunities, to 
satisfy her, she soon made known her suspi- 
cions, seeking to gain, from his better know- 
ledge of the youth, some confirmation of her 
doubts; and if no satisfying result followed 
from the brief answers wherewith the wary 
page replied to her queries, enough was said 
by her to excite new fancies in De Laci^s mind. 
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and to stimulate his resentful industry to re- 
newed exertions, that even yet he might gratify 
his own malice, and his master^s wishes, by 
the detection of Albert's believed duplicity. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

*' I will tell you why ; 

So shall my anddpation preYent your 

Disoovery, and your secret moult no fisather.** 

Hamlet, 

No sooner had Albert retired from the 
queen^s apartment^ than feeling himself com- 
pletely foiled in his plans through the Prin- 
cess Eleanor^s unusual absa[ice from Isabella's 
person, and not daring to ask the cause of 
that absence from any one else, he at once 
determined to seek the jester, and ere he pro- 
ceeded further, to ascertain whether the prin- 
cess were unwell, as also if any material event 

VOL: II. M 
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had occurred in the palace since he quitted it, 
and so prepare himself for every contingency. 

Phoedrus, however, was not so soon found, 
and when at length he did meet with him, 
that same instant a casual glance made him 
conscious that the hated De Laci was watching 
him ; and not caring to give the youth any need' 
less food for his ill-will, or subject either himself 
or poor Phoedrus to any fresh dangers through 
his malevolence, he was compelled to forego 
his purpose, without even acquainting the 
jester with his anxiety. 

Not long afterwards he again sought him, 
but again did the intrusive page thwart his 
intention — again and again did the same diffi- 
culty occur — it seemed strange, that accident 
alone should have thus cast the youth in his 
way, and yet he could scarcely believe that 
there was any design in so unlooked for, so 
unaccountable a proceeding. 

He still waited for an opportunity of evad- 
ing his notice, and,- iiad not time so much 
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pressed hiin, would have treated his imperti- 
nence, or whatever other feeling occasioned 
his intrusion, with the contempt it merited; 
but, as it was, the delay, which resulted by it 
to his plans, was so torturing, and its peril so 
inmiinent, that his patience at length failed, 
and he again issued forth from his diamber, 
determined bcddly to challenge the youth, and 
if possible shame him out of his design. That 
same instant, however, the page had either 
relaxed his watch, or foregone his purpose ; and 
Albert, glad to escape the certain trouble and 
doubtful issue of his intended questioning of 
the youth, quickly passed -through the hall 
where Laci before had stationed himself, and 
gained the jester^s quarters unperceived. 

Phoedrus luckily was in the way, and with- 
out further {ureamble Albert stated the object 
of his visit, and begged its instant satisfaction. 

^^ As to events. Master De Bourgh,^** re- 
turned the jester, in his wonted sing-song tone, 
^^ events are ev^ happening, though poor Phoe- 

M 2 
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dnt 8 may have discerned them not — ^truly, the 
ialcon^s bells may have tingled, and the hunts- 
man's horn have winded, and restless man 
sought to lose himself, his thoughts and pas- 
sions, in the woodland pastime, and the jester 
have not heard thereof — ^proud men, indeed, 
have been, and cruel ones remain, but such 
events are not a jot strange, are ever happen- 
ing as well in royal palaces as out of them — ^^the 
question, therefore,, would rather be, what wot 
ye to make a material event ?^ 

'' Phcedrus," impatiently interrupted the anxi- 
ous Albert, ^' extremist results await my in- 
stant proceedings- Mlelaymiiy be fatal to them, 
and yet on such niceties do they hang, that I 
dare not proceed, until I \eam from you the 
exact situation of the royial household — trifle 
not, therefore, vrith me, but at once satisfy my 
anxiety, as far as thy knowledge permits ; in a 
brief space, indeed, it were useless— no doubt, 
Phoedrus, already dost thou know that disap- 
pointment has blighted our fondest hopes,*^ 
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The jester started— extremest surprise mark- 
ed his exclamation — ^^ Disappointment ! I 
thought the |m>udest promises beamed upon the 
cause?'' 

" That fair sun, Phoedrus,*" hurriedly return- 
ed the youth, . *^ no longer shines upon us ; a 
dense cloud, for the present at least, obscures 
our path-— our best plans are thwarted, and the 
sudden disappointment distorts our every pro- 
ceeding." 

The jest^ was silent ; he seemed distressed 
to an extreme by so unexpected an announce* 
ment, listening with eager attention to the short 
explanation which Albert gave of the pitiless 
fortune that had attended the confederacy. An 
entire change seemed to pass over him, as, in 
an altered tone, and a manner of excited ear-^ 
nestness, he suddenly interrupted the reserved, 
unsatisfactory statement which Albert's caution 
thought sufficient for the occasion ; — 

^' Young man, hesitate not in thy confidence, 
these are not times for any half-measures ; too 
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extreme, indeed, is our condition — and though 
I pretend not to the same interest in the cause, 
believe me, ita welfare can scarcely be dearer 
to yourself than it is to my inmost soul.**' 

He paused in the expectation of Albert''s 
more fully satisfying him ; but the youth still 
hesitated— his mind, indeed, adnutted Phoe- 
drus^ zeal and fidelity ; and he also felt an in- 
ward conviction, that the jester both knew and 
was perhaps, in reality, far beyond the seeming 

* 

of his office ; but still he doubted, on so ex. 
treme a subject as that of the anxious purpose 
which engrossed him, the least maition of 
which might lead him to betray the princesses 
actual condition, and thereby, perhaps, ccMOipro- 
mise her safety, whether, ev^i to one so assvored 
to be devoted to theiif interest, it were prudent 
to explain to him his views more particularly 
than he had already done. 

The jester waited not many moments for the 
still withheld satisfacticm, ere he continued — 

^^ I Uame not your circumspection, young 
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man — though there are occasions when warinesis 
is a fault, and e'en prudence as ungenerous as 
without benefit. Your anxious madner be* 
speaks too plainly the extreme interest that 
urges your inquiries — ^and would you lose my 
poor services through thie small limit of the 
confidence, whereof you deem me worthy ? No, 
too wdl niust you — do you know, how little ap- 
pearances bespeak the reJEd character-— already 
have I proved to you that I possess opportuni* 
ties of knowledge beyond the ignoble badge 
that I have put on— perhaps am as much above 
my office, as is thyself above the seeming which 
circumstances com]pel you to submit to— as far 
from that thou believest me, as is your actual 
nature fropi that thou hast assumed.*" 

Albert started ^it}\ evident astonishment. 

" Start not, fair Sir,'' continued the jester, 
with a pecuUar emphasis, <' there are many 
masks aroimd us — crudty and oppression almost 
constrain us to be hypocrites— perhaps life it- 
self might be insecure even to the noblest via- 
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tim, without a deceit even horrible to imagine'" 
— Phoedrus advanced nearer to his listener, 
and bending towards him, whispered in his ear, 
^> Thy purpose, young Sir, concerns the Prin- 
cess Eleanor.**^ ' 

Albert gazed cm the jester with speechless 
wonder — he seemed almost to doubt his senses^ 
as if incredulity oppressed him beyond the 
power of any satisfaction— -it was, indeed, above 
even his veriest surmise to imagine, how his 
most secret purposes should thus be known to 
the man, and more especially how the princess^ 
assumed mask of mental alienation should have 
been declared to him, as his words so indisput- 
ably proclaimed. He looked upon Phoedrus 
almost with awe, as a being of supernatural 
knowledge— and his perplexing wonder kept 
him speechless. 

'^ Said I not,'^ continued the jester, in the 
same low whisper, ^^ that deceit lurked around 
us, and disguise stalked forth, even at the 
right hand of majesty ; and wouldest thou hear 



ARTHUR or BRITANNY. 249 

more ? more of thyself as of others ? or are my 
credentials already contenting for thy tardy 
confidence?*" 

" Enoughs and more than enough — ^ Albert 
spoke in a disordered tone — " thou unknown- 
mysterious — fearful man, whoever thou art, that 
in this mean guise tellest me of hidden things, 
which even majesty knows not, jealous tyranny 
has failed to discover, and little less than royalty 
could have declared to thee — who and what art 
thou ?'^ 

" That, young Sir,*" hurriedly returned the 
jester, " it matters not, save in my deeds ; I 
am one, ready and devoted to serve you and 
yours. I may not, nor would time now permit 
me to say more— If I rightly understand thy 
purpose, and the princess''s «tfety engages thy 
attention, speak, that I may best counsel and 
aid its accomplishment — ^let there be no longer 
reserve — there is no space for hesitation/^ 

m 

Albert did not hesitate longer, his own con- 
victions from the jester^s words, and more 

M 3 
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especially De Bourgh's declaration of his truth 
and ability to assist their purposes, so contented 
his every scruple, that he at once admitted — 

" Thou dost understand rightly, Phcedrus — 
it is the Princess Eleanor^s safety, and her 
instant deliverance from this horrible bondage, 
that I seek with so anxious eagerness ; prompt, 
indeed, must it be, or it is too late. Oh ! canst 
thou aid me P— -already, from the princesses ill- 
omened absence from the queen^s apartment, 
do unlooked-for difficulties thwart me, and I 
know not how to remedy them— -speak to me, 
Phcedrus.'' 

^^ A severe indisposition has already can- 
fined the princess to her chamber these diree 
days — its natiure has in no way transpired, but 
ft*om the heavy gloom that has hung over the 
whole household, I fear, even more than I dare 
to hint, that some, no common unpleasantness 
has occurred, and that her ailment is rather of 
the mind than the body." 

" And in sudi a case, Phcedrus, how are we 



ABTHUE OF BEITANNY* 251 

to proceed? delay is utterly impossible— and 
yet I see no plan of evep communicating with 
the princess without almost a certainty of be- 
traying both our plans and her disguise/' 

" There ia but one mode,'' quickly answered 
the jester, " which circumstances leaye for our 
adoption — as soon as night sets io, ai^d the 
whole palace is"^ safe in sleep, thpu must tq the 
princess's chamber, and thyself declare thy 
purpose." 

" To her chamber, Phoedrus !*' the youth 
repressed not his agitation — >Hhink of her 
attendants — the certain destruction to her and 
us, should any fortuitous accident betray our 
steps — is there not a mean less fraught with 
peril that might suflSce? nay, the princess's 
mere surprise might discover us." 

*' Leave all to me,", xalmly returned the 
jester- — ^^ in extreme cases extreme measures 
must be had recourse to — -jetir^ thou to thy 
apartment, nor risk any further observation by 
again leaving it : expect me as soon as safety 
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permits me to come, and be ready instantly to 
proceed — even to flight from this accursed 
place, for mayhap the princess herself may 
secure our wishes sooner than thou suspectest. 
I will prockim my coming by scratching gently 
at thy door, and, for fear of any surprise, thou 
hadst better close it to all other appl^tions — 
we cannot be too wary.'' 

^^ Especially when De Laci*s envenomed ma- 
lice seems so much on the alert.'' 

^^ Of all, indeed, thou hast need avoid him ; 
I know him to want but his master^s power to 
equal him in villany, and I know him, too, thy 
sworn, implacable enemy — shun him as thou 
wouldest a deadly viper, nor for any testy 
humour provoke his further rage — ^it already 
bums fiercely enough ; for thou hast provoked 
him with an offence beyond forgiveness, and of 
which thou hast not a suspicion, by being the 
favoured one of the Lady Maud's affections." 

/^ Is it possible ?'' — ^Albert seemed amazed at 
so unthought-of an explanation of his enmity — 
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and have I his busy rancour through that 
unhappy cause ? Sad, miserable accident — to 
me, alas, how afflicting !^ 

" It is, indeed, so,^ returned the jester ; 
*^ the page had long sought to gain the mai- 
den*s heart, and his jaundiced soul views his 
fancied rival with fiendish envy, that wanted 
not the tyrant's commands to whet into never- 
sleeping malice — be sure thou notest him well.'^ 

" Never fear me, Phoedrus, I have already 
profited by thy early caution of the youth, nor 
shall he have much beyond his own lying inven- 
tions to lay to my charge, and soon— oh ! how 
soon do I hope to be safe beyond the power 
of his hatred." 

<^ But at least as far as this wretch is con- 
cerned, anticipate not thy deliverance —gain thy 
chamber as quickly and as stealthily as thou 
canst, and there wait patiently my coming.^^ 

" My best patience, Phoedrus, will but be 
impatience. I will, however, in no respect 
forget thy advice." 
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" 'Twere indeed a pity if any inadvertency 
should msqr a purpose so long and so anxiously 
sought, and now so near its attainment — ^but, 
depend upon it, I give you no needless cau- 
tion." 

Albert tarried not longer, but at once quitted 
the jester, and with a lighter heart, for that 
his words had in them so much of promise and 
of comfort ; he passed hastily towards his own 
apartment, and congratulated himself, as he 
entered it unmolested, on his escape from ob- 
servation, especially from that of the page De 
Laci, whose notice he believed he again avoided, 
and who was still nowhere to be seen. 

It had, perhaps, been well had he scrutinized 
his path more particularly than his anxious 
steps permitted him to do ; he might then have 
detected that a scowling eye of malice was 
upon him, and noted his goings with the bitter 
exultation of contented rancour, as, in the 
further distance, the hated page tracked him 
almost from the very spot of his conference with 
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the jester. Laci had, indeed, relaxed his long 
persisted watch for a time, brief enough, but 
of which Albert had advantaged ; and, although 
mere chance again discovered him on his hur- 
ried return to his apartment, and he was foiled 
in the full accomplishment of his purpose^ he 
readily guessed that some design of no common 
interest occupied the youth'^s attention, and, 
bursting with vexation at having been outwitted 
by him, he vowed even more determined in- 
dustry to recompense himself for his present 
disappointment. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



" It must not be ; before the tempest fly 

Hope's rainbow hues, and darkness shrouds the sky/' 

M. ROLLEBTOK. 



It was an anxious and a torturing watch to 
which Albert now devoted himself, for not only 
was his purpose so extreme, and the time of its 
accomplishment so confined, but the execution 
of his wishes seemed to hang on so many and 
so va^ous accidents, that his heart almost mis- 
gave him as he thought of it ; and when 
hour after hour passed away, and the jester 
came not, his suspense became in its endurance, 
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almost a fever of excitement. But still, slow as 
crept each tardy hour, midnight had already 
long since passed and the morning dawn came 
quickly on, without bringing him the expected 
summons ; and he lay, faint with restlessness, 
and sick with delayed expectation — ^for he dared 
not rise, lest his disordered step should betray 
his watchfulness^and his long continued listen- 
ing, while it throbbed his temples with aching 
oppression, so confused his hearing, that each 
moment mocked him with some unreal sound, 
but to sink him into even bitterer disappoint- 
ment. 

At length a footstep crept softly along the 
gallery — ^he could not be mistaken — ^he jumped 
up on his couch to be the more secure of his 
correctness — ^the sound paused at his room-door 
^-he believed his suspense to be at an end, and 
that the jester now came to conduct him on his 
errand. He waited but for the appointed sig- 
nal, ere he sprung to meet him ; that same mo- 
ment it came — a single low tap, announcing 
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that he was indeed sought. He hastily rose, 
and creeping softly to the door, that his tread 
might not betray his unseasonable watching to 
any chance waker, his hand was almost on the 
latch, when another and a louder tap, arrested 
his purpose. The impatience which that so 
quickly repeated application evinced, reminded 
him, that the signal expressly named by the 
jester varied entirely from that which now en- 
gaged his notice — ^he paused a moment — it was 
possible that Phcedrus, in his anxiety, might 
have overlooked the particular signal that he 
had appointed. 

Albert was worn out with suspense, his im- 
patience for its termination, and his anxiety to 
proceed with his mission overcame any more 
prudent considerations ; he again put forth his 
hand to the latch — when at the same instant, 
another and an even louder knock again stag^ 
gered him, and compelled him to more patient 
wariness. He crept softly to his couch, con- 
vinced that no anxiety or impatience, however 
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excessive, would cause the cautious Phoedrus 
so entirely to forget all regard to safety, which 
this loud and repeated summons so clearly de- 
monstrated. Still did he eagerly wait same fur- 
ther sign {or his proceeding ; his suspense was of 
no long continuance— -a double rap sounded 
even louder than before— tired of any further 
delay, he instantly demanded^ as if that mo* 
ment awakened from his sleep, the cause of so 
unseasonable disturbance; but there was no 
reply — he quickly advanced on tip-toe to the 
door, and listening with eager attention, plainly 
detected the stealthy footsteps of some one 
stealing softly away. 

Albert could not too greatly congratulate 
himself on his escape from the bdieved snare 
laid for him ; and though its real design, as well 
as its actor, were alike unknown to him, his 
busy surmises, while they gave him many ex- 
planations, all seemed to resolve into one belief, 
that the page, De Laci, was, directly or indi* 
rectly, concerned in the intrusion. 
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The surprise and mental occupation resulting 
from this disturbance, so entirely ^figaged his 
attention, that Albert was not aware of a low 
scratching noise, that had for many minutes 
been soliciting his notice — instantly that he 
heard it, he knew, without one moment's hesi- 
tation, that it was the jester^s summons — he 
waited not for any scrutiny, but at once gliding 
to the door, softly opened it. Phcedrus in- 
stantly crept in, his whole attitude, as far as the 
darkness permitted it to be seen, betokening 
extremest silence — 

** Hush,^ he softly whispered, holding Albert 
on the spot where he had opened the door, as if 
a single step were fatal ; ^^ hush-— that cursed 
page is still watching for us^ and one faintest 
noise will mar our wishes — ^the whole night 
I have marked him unseen, unsuspected, nor 
once has he slackened his watch ; either must 
he have discovered our plans, or at all events 
have some not slight ground of suspicion."^ 

" Impossible, Phoedrus^ — Albert spoke in 
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the same cautious whisper-—*^ ^tis but his busy 
malice— e'en but a short hour ago he essayed 
to enter my chamber, and-" 

" I witnessed the attempt,^' hurriedly inter- 
rupted the jester, " though I feared not for thy 
wariness— thou hast, however, somewhat di- 
verted his suspicions, as having made the essay, 
he withdrew to the end of the gallery, where, 
overcome with fatigue, he soon dropped asleep. 
I have watched by him for some time, but 
still he moves not, and we must instantly seize 
the opportunity, or daylight will foil our pur- 

• ... 

pose — ^take off your shoes, and step lightly for 
your life, and our dear princesses deliverance. 
Haste, haste— we have not an instant to lose.^ 
He seized Alberts hand, and drew him cau- 
tiously after him. 

It was still dark, and with difficulty could 
objects be distinguished; the jester, however, 
seemed so well acquainted with the way, that 
he stepped boldly forward along the gallery, 
passing on as rapidly as caution, and his com- 
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panion^s trembling hesitation permitted. Their 
steps were, indeed, noiseless as anxiety and 
apprehension could make them, but yet quick, 
for that a too long delay aloiost mocked their 
swiftest speed. 

In a few moments they had reached the ter- 
mination of the gallery, whence turning down 
a flight of steps, they would at once attain the 
object of their quest. Phoedrus drew back a 
moment, and pressed more forcibly his compa- 
nion's hand— they listened attentively—- 4he 
heavy breathings of the page, who lay on the 
ground before them, were distinctly heard, and 
seemed by their loudness to declare their safety 
from any present notice of his-they passed 
gently forwards for a few paces, and then, no 
longer in fear of disturbing his slumbers, hur- 
ried swiftly on, and soon gained the princesses 
chamber. 

Phoedrus paused not an instant, but at once 
commenced his wonted signal, scratching against 
the door, as it might have be^a the nibbling 
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of a mouse. Almost the same moment the door 
was softly opanedy and motioned by Phoedriis 
so to doy Alb«:t at once passed forwards, and 
the same moment was in the princesses warm 
embrace. He could scarcely distinguish any 
objects for the dense gloom of the apartment, 
though he looked anxiously and eagerly round 
to learn in what manner the interview had been 
appointed, and to be assured that their confe- 
raice was secure from observation ; hi^ eyes 
rested on the sleeping attendant of the princess, 
who, on a small couch, at the foot of the bed, 
seemed sunk in deepest sleep— Albert knew 
that Eleanor'^s believed condition, obliged some 
one to be constantly about her person, and still 
gazed inquiringly on her, as if doubtful of 
their security. 

But the princess, who had turned to close 
the door after Albert, now again approached 
him, and at once perceiving his anxiety, eagerly 
assured him— 

Tis all rigbt^-^fear not Isolda— she is safe 
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as truth and potent drugs can make her --speak 
thy fiill soul to me — my heart yearns to hear 
thy words, and tell thee my many griefs. Oh ! 
how have I longed for thee — ^how mis0*able thy 
unlooked-for absence— speak to me, dearest, 
wherefore art thou troubled ?^ 

<< Cause have I enough for trouble, dear 
Eleanor," returned the youth, kissing the 
anxious princess as he spoke : *< perplexed as 
well with surprise how this our meeting has 
b^n provided, as pain to see you thus dis- 
ordered, and anxiety to deliver you ttom your 
bondage — for, therefore, Eleanor, am I come."** 

** Ask not,*" anxiously returned the princess, 
** how our interview has been brought about, 
rather satisfy my fearful anguish— -alas ! too 
surely do I forbode that some calamity has at- 
tended our hopes." 

" Refram yourself, dearest Eleanor,'^ re- 
plied Albert, ^^ a cruel disappointment has, 
indeed, thwarted our best purposes ; but all is 
not thereby lost-Hlelay we must submit to — I 



ABTHUB OF BRITANNY. 265 

trust not more, though my ill-omened mission 
has now but one object for its anxiety — your 
escape from this horrible thraldom, and return 
with me to the bosom of peace and affection." 

The princess trembled with agitation. " Is 
it indeed so ?**' she exclaimed in the bitterness 
of her despair, " then am I lost.'' 

*^ Oh ! say not so, dearest Eleanor,'' — ^Albert 
sought to soothe her evident anguish — "but 
cheer up, all may yet be as we wish it." 

*^ But I — oh, how am / to profit by any for- 
tune—pent up in this torturing guise, where is 
there comfort for me ?" 

" But thou shalt no longer be pent up, Elea- 
nor — am I not even now here to deliver you ?" 

" To deliver me ? — do not mock me — how 
canst thou deliver me ^"^ 

Albert started at a question so wholly un- 
expected ; he confusedly replied— 

" Canst thou not thyself secure our retreat, 
[Eleanor ? All things are well prepared beyond 
these hated waUs — ^the jester hinted thou hadst 

VOL. II. X 



S66 ARTHUR OF BRITAITNY. 

the means — haw^ he suflFered me not to ask — 
of providing our escape from, this immediate 
bondage ?^ 

The princess trembled violently, she seemed 
to stagger as if unable to support herself. 
Albert quickly caught hold of her, and almost 
himself as much agitated, anxiously demanded, 

" What ails you, dearest Eleanor ? Good 
God ? surely there is no mistake Y" 

" Mistake !" bitterly groaned the princess, 
shaking off her momentary faintness; "oh! 
no — save in this fatal, unhappy trust, and 
that, alas ! is despair.^ 

"Dearest Eleanor,^' repeated Albert, with 
fearful anxiety, " what means your anguish ? 
Oh 1 say liot that you cannot indeed deliver 
usr 

" Alas I I cannot— that chance is past — and 
I am lost and miserable.'^ 
• "Speak, speak, Eleanor: surely Phcedrus 
is not treacherous, and his perfidy betrayed 
lis into this trouble?^ 
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" Oh ! no, no— poor Phoedrus would gladly 
give his life for my happiness, and yet his 
ignorance is indeed our calamity. Poor Phoe- 
drus ! little does thy faithful heart guess the 
pitiless accident that mars thy well-meant 
plans." 

" Oh ! Eleanor,'^ entreated Albert, " speak 
out your grief — in pity declare your disappoint- 
ment, that even yet its consequences may be 
remedied." 

" There is no remedy," replied the princess ; 
" 'tis beyond remedy, if indeed no other provi- 
sion has been made for our escape. The means 
devised by the anxious Phoedrus no longer 
avail us — the secret passage which has so often 
befriended my steps, and which would now at 
once have delivered us, is no longer open— un- 
known to him, a wretched casualty has closed 
it against us.'' 

**What passage, Eleanor.^" demanded Al- 
bert, whose curiosity {or the moment repressed 
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hls xnore anxious feeliDgs ; /^ of wjbat speak 

you?". 

^' Almost close to my chiamber door9 there is 
^ .secret gallery, which a happy accident dis- 
covered to my use, and through the aid of 
which, have I not only gained the most secret 
coui^ls of the sanguinary, tyrant, but also 
pbtained the means-rhorrible as were those 
|3ieans, of torturing his guilty soul to the bene* 
fit Qif my plans ; through it too haye I often 
escaped from my prison, and, my absence con«> 
jce^led by the trusty Isolda, more ^thal:^ once 
have done, no small service to * 9W {gaxious 
/Cftuse.'' ._ . ,. 

,-,;<f And was it indeed you, £Ueanof^'^ inter* 
rupted her astonished listener,; /^ ^h^t^ oppor* 
,^une and mysterious caution to Lpr4 |^9ubray, 
fayed both him and our devoted pe..,Bourgh 
^Qpa the usui^er^s fangs P^' . •* «. 

. . **, It was ; I had overheard ,tjhe;r^ffiian. Jamy^s 
^Igqlfir^tiQa to hiis master of bis h(avjbag detected 
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their appointment — ^for although the Wretch 
had failed to distinguish their persons, I at 
once guessed it was none other ; and by fore- 
stalling their coibing — ieis I knew not otherwise 
how to find De Bourgh — 1 warned them from 
their certain fate. But I did more ; fearful lest 
my caution should be disregarded, I yet hutig 
on their steps unseen, and finding that the 
royal rufiian still watched for them, I scaried 
his coward soul away by the semblance of the 
murdered Anne of Yves.*" 

*' Murdered !'' exclaimed her listener ; " twa6 
said the beauteous orphan died of grief.^ 

" Grief soon would have killed her— but not 
soon enough for her greedy murderer. /This 
same secret gallery led by many steps into 
the deepest dungeons of this fearful place— It 
was here that the poor Anne was incarcerated. 
I had often sought her in her prison, to miti- 
gate her captivity, and even to attempt her de- 
li verahce ; Bhd a fearful, horrible chance made 
me present at her inhuman slaughter — the 
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kingly monster^s own hand dealt the blow-*-and 
the poor victim had not strength to resist it 
Agonized with the horrible sight, my tortured 
soul echoed forth her death-shriek— >the shud- 
dering walls again and again shouted it forth-— 
and the appalled murderers rushed from that 
scene of blood, fainting with terror. I could 
not succour the poor Anne— ^the work had 
been indeed too surely done, but in some mea- 
sure I avenged her — again and again did I 
torture the trembling ruffian with her bleeding 
resemblance; and more particularly on that 
ominous night, did I, by her mangled form, 
thwart his reckless schemes.'*^ 

The princess paused in her recital, as the 
quick indignation of her soul suflPiised her 
lovely countenance with even . more exquisite 
beauty. Albert seemed overcome with aston- 
ishment. ' 

"And are such," he at length inquired, 
" the objects of your notice, Eleanor ? Are 
such fearful scenes, the only solace of your 
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horrible solitude ? Little indeed did we guess to 
whom that happy escape was due — an escape 
too, so full of promise.'' 

" But, alas 1" bitterly rejoined the princess, 
^* so fatal in its consequences. It was on that 
eventful night, that fearful lest my so long 
delayed return might betray my wanderings 
and endanger my poor Isolda's safety, whom 
I had left to conceal my absence, I was com- 
pdled to incautious haste ; and knew not*— till 
it was. too lat^ that in my rush to gain my 
chamber before the queen, whose steps were 
for a brief moment arrested by the watchful 
Phcedrus with well-dissembled terror of some 
feigned apparition, I had omitted to close the 
entrance of that friendly covert. Fatal omission, 
that one inadvertency declared the unknown 
way, and has closed it against us — for I had 
scarcely time to throw myself on my bed, as if 
asleep, than Isabella entered, and then, with- 
out giving me an opportunity of amending my. 



1 



error, aX once discoveired t];K(^>eax4o^, and by 
some unknown 9asuaUy betrayed it t6 ha: hus- 
band. I watched the wretched didstruction of 
my poly solace^ perhaps —and I foreboded it 
even at the time — ^my only safety — and it was 
desolation to me.^ 

^^ Say not so, Eleanor ; unhappy as is the 
discpvery, 'tis not so bad as that— even yet will 
w^ device some plan to deliver you ; for I can- 
not — I will never return from my unprofitable 
errand without some reward for the misery it 
has.^ost me— thou, dearest Eleanor, shall be 
that reward, and thou shalt declare to the 
noble Britanny — if indeed his generous heart 
doubts the assurance of—" 

His words were suddenly arrested — the 
chamber door was that instant opened, and the 
jeste^r glided quickly in ; he cautiously closed 
and fptened the door, and then dropping on 

his knec; with one hs^nd r^jisM.tQ Si^Vl^e instant 

ii J <•••* -••■ i'- " ' ' . 

silence, and the other poiixtinff .to the door, as 
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if in explanation of his intrusion as of the ne- 
cessity of that silence, he remained motionless 
— ^his averted eyes declaring even more than 
his humble posture, his consciousness of his 
boldness. * 

The princess at first drew proudly up ; but 
no sooner had she observed Phcedrus* anxious 
gestures, than she at once relaxed from her 
anger, nor hesitated to suppress her words, and 
listen as he seemed so evidently to ask. 

A footstep came cautibusly to the door—but 
stealthy as it was, those eager listeners readily 
detected it— it passed by — then quickly re- 
turned — again paused at the door — ^for many 
minutes did it pause, and seemed to wait for 
some expected sound— the watchers drew in 
their breath — they felt afraid lest the merest 
sound might detect their close scrutiny — the 
latch was slowly and noiselessly raised — but 
the drawn bolt baulked that purpose of the 
intruder ; it was then let gently down— then ano- 
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ther pause— and the footsteps passed on, their 
less cautious tread, assuring the anxious lis- 
teners that they were undiscovered. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



'' From lowest place when virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified hy the doer's deed.*' 

Shaksfeare. 



No sooner had the lurking footsteps passed 
from the door than the jester^s manner seemed 
entirely changed ; his hand gradually de- 
scended from its previous attitude, as each 
successive tread sounded fainter and fainter, 
until it was now passive by his side ; his eyes 
fell to the ground, and he seemed as if oppressed 
by some inward trouble. 
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The princess was the first to break the 
silence ; there was a severe dignity in her 
manner, and a harshness in her tone, that sur^ 
prised Albert even more than her words. 

^^ Ordgar, I fear thou wrongest my kindness, 
lind takest advantage of my unhappy ccmdi- 
tion, or thou hadst not'' — she paused — a 
gentler spirit came to her — "but I will not 
judge thee unkindly, nor pain thy anxious soul 
with any harsh sentiment — look up, thy intru- 
sion is excused by its evident necessity.'* 

*^ Dearest lady,'' returned the jester, in an 
altered tone from that he usually adopted, 
" thy safety, indeed, demanded my intrusion, 
or I had not dared to be so bold. Oh ! Elea- 
nor, canst thou indeed think that 1 could ever 
repay thy kindness with even a thought of 
presuming on thy sad condition ? Oh ! no — 
never respectful duty nor anxious affection so 
shrunk from the veriest shadow of offence, 
which even the chariest beauty could resent, 
than does the soul of your devoted Louvaine." 
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^^ Louyaine !^ exclaimed the amiized Albert, 
as, looking to the princess, he seemed to ask 
some further satisfaction of his astonishment* 
That action, however, and the pause which fol- 
lowed his exclamation, seemed to remind 
Eleanor of the new relation, which by her 
manner she had so plainly admitted towards 
the jester; and her conscious confusion kept 
her dumb. 

" Even the same, fair cousin," returned the 
feigned jester, striving to relieve the princess^ 
disorder. ** Ordgar Louvaine forgets not hap- 
pier days, if others do — even when I first 
beheld you, knowing your character to be but 
an assumed one, did I recognize the companion 
of many a fondly treasured delight." 

" And is it, indeed, possible," returned the 
wondering Albert, still overwhelmed with 
astonishment, ^^ that your young affection has 
led you thus to hide yourself from the world, 
and assume this degraded office ?'^ 

" Yes, this office— any office,"" vehemently 
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exclaimed Louvaine — "my rank— my fortune 
-my life, were nothing to this dear creature's 
velfare-*her affection dearer than every other 
good." 

" Ah ! too devoted Ordgar," exclaimed 
Eleanor, at the same time giving him her 
hand in token of her favour — " thou haat 
indeed devoted thyself-— indeed proved thy firm, 
affection : thy kindness and soothing oonsolar- 
tion alone have carried me through the misera- 
Ue ordeal I have endured, and saved me from 
despair/^ 

" Whatever I have suffered for you, ISlea* 
nor,**' ardendy replied Louvaine, " is well recom- 
pensed by so dear an acknowledgment— but do 
not say that I presume upon your kmdness.^ 

" I will not, I do not ! Generous soul ! I 
would not so wrong your tender consideration ; 
though, methinks, Ordgar, as even yourself 
must admit, that a maiden^s chamber is not 
exactly the spot to certify your respect— But a 
truce to lighter thoughts,' even to all pleasur. 
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able feelings; extreme and instant purposes 
demand our attention, and to your guidance do 
I trust myself. You already know the necessity 
of immediate flight from the horrible bonds, to 
which, at first, from compulsion, and latterly, 
from anxious policy, I have submitted — catist 
thou provide my deliverance, for, alas ! Ordgar, 
the secret gallery is no longer our^s/^ 

'^ So^ Eleanor,"" answered Louvaine, in a 
faltering tone, that betrayed bis extreme 
anxiety, ^^ I have suspected, as well from 
your absence from our trysting-place, as the 
evident disorder in the whole household, though 
I have only now, as I waited by the door, 
ascertained the actual fact : for I would not, 
even for the satisfying of so extreme a doubt, 
break through your injunction, never to at- 
tempt that hidden entrance save at your 
bidding. Alas, alas ! why did you neglect my 
oft entreaties to secure your safety, while the 
way was open to youf fatal neglect ! for what 
does the sacrifice profit ?" 
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*' Cease, cease, Ordgar,'' quickly returned 
the princess ; *^ I may not listen to such words 
—it was my duty — every dear hope, and every 
dear feeling— save one, demanded it.^' 

<^ And but for that one,^ rejoined Louvaine, 
<^ I had compelled your escape— the doubt lest 
it was selfishness, rather than the mere regard 
for your welfare, that urged me to insist upon 
it— or even, dear Eleanor, lest you might stM^ 
pect me of so unworthy a motive, alone re- 
pressed my securing you from a risk, which, I 
felt, might any hour cut off your retreat,'* 

" You did right, Ordgar,** added the prin- 
cess ; ^^ had you pressed my earlier flight, I 
diould, indeed, have withdrawn my favour, for 
I should no longer have esteemed you ; but 'tis 
worse than folly to speak of what might jiave 
been — ^the only question now is, what can still 
be done ?'' 

" And that,^ mournfully replied Louvaine, 
'^ I cannot answer ; the sudden and, in spite of 
my fears, unlooked for disappointment of the 
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only plan I had provided for our escape, 
entirely staggers me, for there is no time noi: 
opportunity for any remedy — the court sets off 
this very day.'' 

"If another day,'' quickly interrupted the 
anxious Kleanor, " would at all assist your 
plans, it is your's — the court's departure is again 
deferred until to-morrow." 

Louvaine was silent, absorbed in deep mu- 
sings — the princess watched each expression of 
his countenance with fearful anxiety, for too 
well did she know, that on him alone now 
hung her deliverance from a thraldom, whose 
endurance had been miserable enough, but the 
very thought of whose continuance was agony. 
Various were the emotions that marked his 
reverie, but at length a brighter promise 
seemed to animate him. " Even yet," he ex- 
claimed, his cheerful tone declaring his hopes 
ere he expressed them, " even yet will we break 
this cursed bond and secure our happiness — the 
warder of the eastern gate is our firm friend, 
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and will at any risk aid our plans— while 
therefore you, so far, secure your escape, I 
will contrive to draw off the guards on some 
feigned pretext, and so enable you to elude their 
notice — despite this our present disappointment, 
oh ! well will we yet foil this merciless tyrant 
and attain our deliverance*^ 

" Ah, Ordgar,'* rgoined the princess, re* 
pressbg the joyful prospect which his words 
opened to her, '^ too fondly dost thou pro- 
mise, what thy zeal so ardently would wish, 
rather than that circumstances now permit -us 
to hope for, or thou wouldst scarcely have sug* 
gested a plan so fraught with hazard and so 
little likely of any happy result.**' 

" Nay, dearest Eleanor,'' entreated Albert, 
who before had hesitated to interrupt their 
conversation, '^ do not damp your faithful 
Louvaine's hopes by even the thought of any 
ungrateful doubt; too well have I seen in 
Phoedrus' management for my past good, that 
his skill can bring about even apparent im* 
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possibilities, and remove all difficulties that 
may confront us — let us trust to him and all 
wiU be well.'' 

** Our sweet cousin counsels wisely,'' rer 
joined Louvaine, ^^ as the event shall prove, 
but let us not tarry longer now; some bad 
spirit evidently watches for us, and there wiU 
be enough of anxious work to be done. As 
soon after midnight as it is practicable, we wiU 
be again here, I trust, prepared to redeem my 
pledge, and deliver our noble Eleanor from a 
captivity, which but for her too devoted feelings 
had long since terminated." 

" Then cheer up, dearest Eleanor," added 
Albert, with tenderest solicitude, ** since you 
have both the satisfaction of having fulfilled 
your believed duty, as also the certainty of your 
deliverance from the danger it might have 
entailed upon you." 

The princess smiled mournfully, as if she 
would, yet could not, feel his kind assurance. 
3ut a new danger threatened them, the sleeping 
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attendant seemed to be awakening from her 
lethargy — almost, from her deep respiration and 
low mutterings, as if conscious of what was 
passing so near her ; and though the princess 
could well trust her fidelity, she had not the 
same confidence in her discretion, nor, above 
all, wished to subject herself to the explanation, 
which such an assemblage in her chamber would 
compel her to make. She signed therefore 
their instant withdrawing, an injunction which 
was as speedily attended to, as her veriest appre- 
hension could have wished. 

The seeming jester led the way, cautiously 
listening for the first intimation of any lurking 
danger ; it was now almost light, and, conscious 
how entirely they were exposed to observation, 
they hurried along the gallery, striving by their 
speed to shorten the period of their danger as 
their only possible means of diminishing its 
risk. 

They had gained the second gallery, and 
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were now stealing quickly up the steps which 
led to Albert's apartment, when Louvaine, who 
had nigh wound round the turn of the stairs, hur- 

* 

riedly drew back — ^he seemed bewildered with 
some sudden perplexity — ^hesitated for one single 
moment — ^then whispering to Albert, who had 
anxiously approached him — " Back, for your 
life,^ at once passed forwards. 

The youth felt paralized by the suddenness 
of the unknown peril, more than its supposed 
extent ; he seemed without the power to follow 
the hurried injunction, nor indeed had he alto- 
gether understood it ; he stood still, irresolute 
how to proceed, when the feigned tones of the 
jester, as if seeking rather to excite than pro- 
pitiate the ready anger of some one he had en- 
countered, reached his notice. 

" Stand back, minion,'^ quickly interrupted 
the hated voice of De Laci. 

Albert required no further impetus to rouse 
him from his stupor — that same instant he 
rushed swiftly back, and sought, as the more 
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probable escape, to regain Eleanor'^s apartment 
ere the envious page detected him. 

The princess^ door was locked — he dared not 
knock, lest the sound might direct the hasty 
steps, which appeared to be so instantly fol- 
lowing him along the gallery. He whispered 
faintly against the door, but his voice was 
unheard — he essayed to imitate the jester'^s 
signal, but his extreme agitation perplexed the 
attempt. There was no time for any pauses- 
no leisure for any consideration — no opportu- 
nity for any other course — his longer stay 
seemed destruction — the very thought of re- 
treat madness, for even now, as if either he 
had detected his flight, or that some previous 
suspicion directed his steps, De Laci advanced 
quickly along the gallery. 

There was barely a possibility of eluding his 
notice — the princess' door was the last in the 
gallery, save that of the secret passage — it was 
scarcely possible that its mystery should be 
known to the youth, and yet such a chance 
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was his only prospect of escape — Albert pressed 
himself closer within the door-way, where he 
stood, and awaited the result in fearful treni'- 
bling. 

De Laci passed him— minutely examined the 
secret door, listening with intense eagerness, as 
if he thought to gain some wished for intel- 
ligence. The object of his suspicion seemed 
at once explained to the agitated watcher — he 
instantly concluded that the cause of the 
youth's so persisted vigilance was none other, 
than the hope of detecting the intruder in 
that hidden way, a vigilance urged on perhaps 
by the promise of high reward from his jea- 
lous patron. 

So extreme was De Laci'^s attention, that 
Albert thought he might then have escaped 
him — he almost resolved to make the attempt, 
when the page, as if foiled in his purpose, 
middenly quitted the door, and turned to re- 
trace his steps — that same instant had Albert 
leaned forward in his half determined purpose ; 
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and though quick as thought he slunk back 
into his covert, which, however slight, w:ould_ 
probably have concealed him from one so ab- , 
sorbed in musings as De Laci now was, that 
single movement betrayed hun. 

De Laci'^s exulting smile, while it evinced 
his contented malice, assured the conscious 
Albert how fatal was the discovery ; he regard- 
ed him in silent confusion — silent indeed as 
conscious guilts-confused as his own bewil- 
dered feeUngs and the page's malignant triumph 
could conjoin to render him. 

But that bitter endurance was not long : De 
Laci indeed regarded him but for a few brief 
moments in that searching contempt, long as 
they appeared to the disordered Albert, and 
then without a word, or one further look, save 
a parting one of bitterest scorn, proudly passed 
away. 

It was some moments — ^they might be mi- 
nutes, ere Albert recovered from his confusion; 
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aad it was with no happy step, that starting 
as it were from a trance, he hurried quickly to 
his chamber, now free even from the chance of 
any further molestation. 
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" What terwn wnmd hill Twit I :; ci u.fqx^ 
Anutfement in his van, with- flight combin'd^ 

And sonow's &ded fonn, and solitude b^hlnZ^^ '^^ 

Pbbhaps no event could liiefeef iiSv^^^'^iidSi- 
tented the rancorous eilvy, whfch; W'W^i^ 
thered flame, had so long sbrtig^led^^mif Bb 
taci's Ibreast to burst out in'soflie^'^ttii^ 
destruction, than the discbv^^ ^^rhMi'Mitf^ 
had thus made to hfan, thkt AJtbeyt^^yife 
at once concluded from all the drSciiiiii^ybf£^§ W 



his detection, th^ possessbr o^f ^lie^s^et^bl^che 




holder, if not the inciter of the tyrimt's guilty 
fears, for whose discovery a high reward had 
been offered. 

His intrusive notice of Alberts movements 
had indeed sprung from ho other source, save 
that never-resting one of his jealousy; each 
suspicion that the several doubtful circum- 
stances in his conduct, which his industry had 
detected, gave ris6 to, terminated in the same 
explanation, fisidi satisfied of the fact, he only 
waited SGpi^ 'proof p ere he delivered hfin to hi^ 
kifbim' destruction. 

Such a proof was now in his power, and 
j^^tjji^ I a^ WfXL in the prospect of his pwn 
^f^^u}ce|^en^ in the royal favour, as of his 
|gr^;fki!ijin, he ?ought eagerly the kind's pri- 
g'^^^.dlpset^ whqre he (mew that John woul^ 
j^j^^lf^p^ pn hi$, nsing ; and there waited wi^h 
^^j^e^jfj^pf^tioiiQe pf so thirsty revenge for. the 
'icertain gratifioatioi) which would, soon be his: 
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ooiniiig) £d he SeuI to pfeaae his ima^nation 
ifith ihe almost certain . promue of ev^ yet 
possessing the lovely Maud's affections, when 
nis more fiivoured rival should he no more to 
thwart his hopes-^for ev<^ as the jester h^ 
warned the youth, that, unhappy preference 
was the oijgin and th? end of his hatred-^and 
then, as the exultuig droam passed before 
him., did he the m^ne firmly resolve to attain 
his purpose, if ev^ by the most horrible Mse- 
hoods. 

Meanwhile the object of his.hate sat witliui 
his chamber, perplexed with his new <£i9^ctAties, 
unknowing how to proceed— not even attempt- 
ing to escape— «s if without one single hope, 
either for himself or her safety, for whom be 
had encQ4^t^red such great and renewei^periL 
It was possible, indeed, that trusting in Lod- 

vaine^s speedy succour, which his known truth 

i ' *.•''.''' .till i(\i 

assured to him, he cared not to attempt other- 

wise to fly froin the niin which, he felt, ming so 

immmently over him— or that m tfie jesters 
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certain knpwl^ge of their danger and his con- 
tinued absence, there was yet some hope of 
their deliveracfce. 

But though pother hour, and yet another 
went by, still the jester cajne not^and still was 
the irresolute Albert without a ffuide to direct 
his proceedings. He knew, indeed, that his 
peril each moment became more certain — bi^t 
still he could not prevail upon himself to desert 
the purpose for which he had given himself ^9 
so great dangers and painful deprivations, 
without securing any one good result, or pyen 
an approach to its advancement — ^how, indeed, 
could he return to him who had sent him, £^nd 

whose sanguine hopes had far exceeded his own 

_,•■ .. ' ' ■ '■'.<'• 

ardent ones in the full belief of their ful^lment^ 
i^ith so wretched a story — so mis^ble a ^is^^ 
appointment of every expectation ? it was im-» 
possible — he could not go— and still he was 
there, in that same perplexing hesitation. 

A light tap at his door aroused hijcp from 
his musings — anxiety suggested that^ it was 

o2 
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Louvaincy lusd hope assured him it couH be 
none other than that, his now mly deliverer. 
He sprung to the door and quickly (^)ened it — 
Well might he startle with surprise, and aston- 
idiment keep him mute, when he behdd the 
Ladj Maud standing before him. 

Oh ! pale was she as grief— wan as ^^ Sonow^s 
lone, dejected .daughter,^^-^aint,as despairing 
melancholy— wild as distraction. Albert gazed 
upon her shrunken form and faded beauty 
with heartfelt pity— a pity which not even bis 
amazement at her strange visit, or his own 
distress, in any respect diminished. She^seemed 
agitated by some inward trouble— a feverish 
haste urging her on, while her maiden diffi- 
dence held h^ back from some anxious pur* 
pose. She seemed to struggle irith <xHiflicting 
emotions — ^brief was the struggle-^she hurriedly 
advanced into the chamber^ and closed the 
door ; Albert's increased astonishment neidier 
seeking to prevent her purpose, nor inquire its 
meaning. It was, indeed^ needless for him to 
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ask any explanatioi^-x^^soon enough did he le$xk 
it — and fearful, indeed, was its knowledge. ' 
- Scarcely had the trembling maiden closdd 
the door, than, forcing down the dreadful ^* 
citement, which, as a huge bail, seemed to rise 
in her throat and almost suffocate her, she ei- 
claimed, in a voice of shuddering horror, whose 
very wildness shocked her hearer, as much«as 
its fearful announcement-— 

'^ Fly, fly from this fatal spot — even now 
murderers seek thy blood — their inhuman st^s 
come fastly on thee, and the next moment-^^^ her 
feelings were too intense — a fearful groan burst 
from her, and she seemed to gasp foi* existence. 

Albert flew to suj^rt her, at the same time 
earnestly soothing her excitement with kindest 
accents ;— 

^ Be c(Mnposed, dear lady— do not, do not 
yield to such — too violent emotions. If for 
me — " 

" If for thee^ indeed !'' wildly interrupted 
the maiden^ starting from his support. <^ Breathe 
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not a doubt — tbink not a hesitation— or thou 
art lost. Haste— haste — I woul4 not see thee 
die.^ 

^^ What meanest thou, sweet Maud,^ anx- 
iously demanded Albert, whose sympat^^ for 
the suffering maiden was quickly lost in anxiety 
for his own preservation ; ^^ what is the danger 
that so nearly threatens me ?" 

" Wait not to ask it, but at once fly ere it 
is upon you — the tyrant has doomed your death, 
and I have but learnt it in time to save you. 
Raste^oh! haste — misery as you have been 
to me, I would be salvation' to you-:-cruel as 
is my own fate, I would deliver you even to my. 
preferred rival — I would have you happy, De. 
Bourgh— ev^a if I am lost and miserabie.*^^ . 

<^ Poor, generous girl, talk not of misery — 
oh ! may peace and happiness — ^ 

^< Hush, hush !^^ wildly entreated the sufferer, 
** talk not of that — do not mock me — there is 
no peace — oh, no— but one happiness in this 
world, and that your deliverance, ere it is too 



ARTHUE OF B&ITAN^T. 297 

late,*'*— -she seemed confused, faintly adding in 
even a more hollow voice, ^^ I ask not moi^^, 
save the one small comfort, ere we part foi;: ever 
— -to know that you do not hate me P'* 
" " Hate thee, poor girl !*" Tepeated the pity- 
ing youth, at the same time kissing her cold^ 
shrunken hand, ^^ Oh, no ! truly, faithfully do }, 
love you—" 

"Do not mock me, De Bourgh,'^ — the 
miiden seemed bewildered ^th some in^^ 
perfect consciousness— -^^ do not twice destroir 
me — ^thou knowest thou, lovest another— that 

V- •• ' •• ■ ; ■ . ■ 'V' 

there is an impassable barrier — ^ She started 

fiiomher confused ramblings. "Of what" was 

•0 ^^ . .. • ■^. .•■*' 

I talking ? fond, weak fool ! — ^thinking of love 

and bliss, when death, and blood, and horror, 

are bdtbre me. Ah, they come — why hast thou 

J 

tarried ? will not one victim suffice,' that we 
miist both die? Quick— -quick ! throw this 

mantle and this thick veil over thee, and pass 

•lit .1- .„■.."•" . .^ '• •■••' . '■- ..'.-A' •••'r -HI 

insiiianily away-^the right hand will take thee 



oi ctt;j^tod= M^; Maud P'^mEtel ithe alaU^bdcsttetft 
fejIf^Mbeill^ ^■■^' ■'■ -v'; .V. ti'iv:T3fi woirti 

^^^^I^odnilrtil" 4ililiotit scaneaiMd tli8r>liarpi&ed( 
|Mi -ks ibe^ flung over him tii0 hMty 4^fip^ 
.itod "iftge^ biio idth her utiadstSAtr^i^bLtt^ 
ik^^cUki-^^ Mmldest diou sport witiijdcit^b^oT^ 

(iUiek} of tiie nesFrt mameiit; thqu Mti ^>Ul^§^ 
^ dtkt^P^ rShm wildly hiiifidi>)aiQ>/atdb ^ 
Siia^f ^myi foixsitigt Um frbflkrthckijxiiiiEi&ijpr^ 

a strength, that seemed entirely7»fa^rPllAiktfl^ 

\i i(; ok>aB|3}}ag«bsl;gMDft«iorl9he 

ft^# niottieiu; aadiidlic^oiijhfiirfi^pi»^ 
a»4li#tr^tMog ttap8^^uhp«H%irai|rMiigitdk1^ 

ftH^-ttr^tllverimar mmiA ihsil ^fmerfOfr^iblkt 
|f#ajr^ ftriherti^ ;thatMbu^vsk^44lq»@fa^ 
#0#d»oIi^risiiibiiA :thea iitt<md-^^i)|pSj|§^ll^ 
fi§m^ ^i»d¥idwher whole ^»itit sMtJbgaHott^ 
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throw herself on the couch that Alberlif'vl^ 
jtel^quitJtesk ^ She ww faintik^ witb:^^ 
^iMgiddj^ whh' terror*r*the rocnn #wiM qfoipil| 
t^itkllfir^ittnd ahehad nigh fallen^tb tbejgDoigi^^ 
ererAif aittliibed her object; wbeiiji as, if^^Flldl 
KM^yrd^ last, despuring effort, ^^^ U^gm 

tite^^ lixid ^quickly eovering bertelC- up; ^iit^ 
^dElakiJndudi the yoi£th hadliut)waQff^ 8}kI 
tt^ trembling with \horror» and ;eoiivu)ped ;if^ 

t^ldbld^agony* • :^ 'v '.^^;i<* £ 

/^^^9hosi^latallb(^tq» still apprpaohed-^rfl^ 
al>)r^^ii«^^at the dobr^too weU 4icl jaN jb^f^ 
ifadt^iPdbM knpoft-«HUid as the d^Qi^ ii^JiQ{iH£ 
tiouify crpebed, htet iiiMkiened hK$m»iif3im!iM 
icfttiir^ihtr^mMk fresh images oi hfrnor-rrif^Qi^ 
sltoa§#p^«t^e&8eemed to flitbefioEOi^h^ 9l^.|f^ 
tii6dk '<|i^r fraSi iMM&sk aa if ;kidt; artboulmd 
^9aMiig4lieiida-4her :aouPs agony; abofH^t ,/Bh^i^ 
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finmi the appointed ordeal^ and e<iren npF) when 
the sacrifice was abnost ocmgummated — for al« 
read J was the murderer stealing sofitly to her 
couch— £d die think to flj the horrid doom. 
But it was than tobkte. Nature was exhausted 
with anguish, and fsinting with agony, her 
feeble limbs obeyed not the impiils^^-her gurg* 
ling voice lent not its aid— it was too much for 
human endurance — and that same moment she 
sunk into a swoon, nor felt the murderous gash 
which then pierced her broken heart, and robbed 
her young life of its existence. 

The reckless murderer waited not long with 
his victim — ^but to be sure that the work of 
death was well performed ; the motionless corse 
before him too truly assured him of that ; when 
hastily quitting the diamber, he sought some 
ready means of disposing of the body. 

But that place of blood was not left long to 
death'^s sole dominion — a trembling, yet daring 
step came nearer and nearer to the victim—its 
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oft hesitation betrapng, that however extreme 
might be the purpose what brought him there, 
his dread scarcely permitted him to execute it. 
It was the insatiate De Laci, the suborner of ' 
that horrid deed — ^he came, as well to glut his 
eyes, though the sight might shudder his in- 
most soul^ with the mangled corse of his rival, 
as in hopes of finding on his person some token 
of the Lady Maudes favour, which his rankling 
jealousy sought to snatch away, that not even 
the bleeding grave might have one sign of her 
fatal preference. 

He trembled, indeed, as the lifeless body lay 
before him, and he thought by what lying 
accusations he had procured his destruction ; 
but there was neither compunction, nor regret, 
nor pity in that trembling — it was but the 
quaking of a coward'^s soul — he strove to reason 
away his dread, and thought that the dead 
could not harm him, that his hated rival was 
now beyond even a woman'^s fear. A bolder 
resolution came to him— he rushed forwards to 
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the body and drew oiFthe cloak — ^when the con- 
vulsed features of the murdered Maud met his 
sight) her glazed eyes seemingly fixed in accus- 
ing agony on her horror-struck murderer. 
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